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T O 
IcHoLAas HAR DINGE, Eſq; 
n K 
; Of the Honourable 
11 ousr of COMM ON g, 


A 


q And RR CODE R of the 
Antient Cor pon 
1 | 8 7 
KINGSTON upon THA uE 85 
IN THE 
Z Cour! of SURREYyY, 
L THESE 7 


ISCELLANEOUS AMUSEMENTS 


4 ARE, 
4 With all due Deference, humbly inſcribed, 
His moſt devoted, ant 
Moſt Obedient Servant, f 


D. BELLAM v, Jun. 


_ LS” Y a vv 2 9 ww * = 


Shall not, with an Air of affected 
Modeſty, like too many of an- 
young Authors, plead either Want 
of Time, Aſſiſtance, or ſufficient 
Tiles, to accompliſh the Work I have here 
undertaten; fince all Excuſes of that Nature 
gare, in my Opinion, very trifling ; and, in ſport, 
[1.3 1 1 direct Argument againſt any Attempt what 
rer: But ſince ſome Objeftions have been 
7 rais'd againſt the two Dramatic Pieces in par. 
© ticular berein inſerted ; and others, in all pro- 
1 üg, may be au that I am not aware 


ef 3 


4. * ts 


* 12 FY X 1 


—— 


of; 723 wink FH ans an indi enable Odliga- 1 
tion to give my Readers a ſuctiust Account of i 
Both ; and I pleaſe myſelf with the Hopes, that, % 
pon an impartial. Peruſal, they will prove. 20 


difagreeable Amuſements in the Cloſet ;, notwith- 


ſtanding, to confeſs ingenuoufly the Truth, my F 
Intereſt prov'd too weak to introduce them on 


* ee eee 


The principal Characters of our PERlux'n 
Devorzr are copied, as any One who ig 
the leaſt converſaut with the Claſſicks vill 


d iſcern at firſt View, pretty cloſely from the 3 


ANDRIA of TERENCE ; and that the main a. 


Plot bears ſome diſtant Analogy to that juſtly 4 
admir d Performance of the late Sir Richard 


Steele, intitled, The Conscious Lovkxs. 


An abe Apology that I think needful io mate, 4 


ih reſpect to that Incident, is io aſſure m] 
Friends, that ibe Former was wrote by my Fa- 
ther, and carefully reviſed and alter d by a2 
very judicious Friend of bis, ſome Years 9-446 I 


the Latter appeard upon the Stage. 
the Under Cbaradiers, I readily ey 
that they are all extraftd from the late Mr. 


Cowley 3 and I flatter myſelf, that thoſe La- 


dies in * who bade a Taſte. for bis 
Writ- 


2 R 5 4 VE | we 
- pol METRES ne - 2 * 12 : 
6 — — hy 2 S 


1 To the READER, 5 
. 4 Vritings, but are not able to read bis Naufra- 
iam Joculare in the Original, will ea/ily ex- 
"7 the ' Attempt, and be pleas'd with the 
Hnocence of it, tho Fas wrote in bis wa. 
1 . Tears. BY 5 | 8 


As to the Fa arce, */is with Pleaſure that. 1 
5 embrace this Opportunity of making my publick 
. 1 Acknowledgments to Mr. Milward for his 
Friendly and ſanguine Recommendation of it to 
I Hur. Fleetwood; and even to Him likewiſe, 
Vor the courteous Reception that I met with, 
2 his favourable Opinion of it, dae 
ne, for Reaſons beſt known to himſelf, be 
| thought proper to decline the Ofer. 


s 


I take this Opportunity n to thank 
all my Priends in general, who have lent me 
be leaſt aſſiſting Hand towards the Completion 
| 3 | of This, as well as the two other Volumes, 
VF which are ready for the Preſs, and ſhall be 
 # publiſ'd with all convenient Speed: And I 
bereby promiſe, for the ſecret Satisfaction of 
# ſome particular Gentlemen and Ladies, whom 


* i. a el. 


To the RE ADE R. 
7 hall always think it my Duty as well 6s 77. 1 
ergſt to oblige, to point ont (by fome Aſteriſm, 
or other Mark of Diſtinfion in the general Ta. 
ble of Contents inthe 1aft bie my. En 
wobich are of my own Compoſition, and ſhall W 
freely ſubmil myſelf, with all my Imperfec- # 
tions on my Head (as Shakeſpeare expreſſes Me 
it) to their Mercy and 9 *q 


4 


4s theſe Miſcellaneous Tracts are peculiarly te 
calculated for the Amuſement of the Fair Sex, 1 Prop 
don't queſtion but they will readily excuſe the In- % 
ſertion of the Latin o the Moufe-Trap ; when * 
T affure them, *twas complied with at the par- 
ticular Requeſt of ſome Brother- Collegians, who 
bad often wiſdd for a correct Edition of that 
beautiful, tho' ludicrous Performance. 1 


Do I know not how to expreſs my Grati- 
tude, as I ought, to my numerous Subſcribers, 
for - their generous Encouragement of this my 
firſt Undertaking ; yet ] hope they will readily 
excuſe my deferring the Publication of the Al- 
en 0 as 1 propoſed, till the whole 

Work 


= * . e 


5 


To the RE ADE R. 
Work Hall be completed ; fince I have you * 
Pꝛicular Friends in both. Univerſities, 


2 Wor. I have not had af yet. an — 


making my perſonal Applitations, and in 


ee Favour and Benevolence I flatter myſeif- 


mat 1 may rely, without the leaſt 1 
2 Diſappointment. | 


12 9 conclude : This firſt Specimen of my E. | 
avours is freely ſubmitted to the Cenſure or 
Pprobation of the Publick ; and all 1 think 


1 proper to urge further in its Favour, is this, 


E Frye Tho Obſcenity, we find, is too often 


that 41 am not conſcious to myſelf of any _ 
. Baem, or Paſſage, #broughout the Whole, that 
cap give any juſi Occaſion of Offence, or ery 
2 in the. moſt, modeſt, even of the Fair 
1, i in the. amorous Character of old An- 
io in the. Farce, there may be an Expreſſi- 
or two introduc'd, that may appear to ſome 
id Perſons a little too warm or luſcious, let 
them conſider, that they were complied with 


upon no other Account, than to aggravate bis 


Filly, and render bim the juſter Object of Con- 
tempt and Ridicule. In. the Proſecution of the - 
#wo ſubſequent V. alumes, the ſame due Regard ts 
Firtue and good Manners ſhall be inviolably 


in- 
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incroduc'd into the Writings of ſom? 700 our mi 4 
favourite Poets, yet oi m# it appears a Iban, 5 
ful Foible, and 2 1 ardonable, beten 
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very fubtribaſty ſerves. 
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MDCCXXXIX. 


Dramatis Perſon. 


MEN, 


Don Manuzt:, An old rich Merchant, Uncle ani 
' Guardian to Aquilina. 

Don AnToN10,. An old, leacherous, impotent, rich 
Fellow, his Boſom Friend ani 
Confident, in Love with Aguilins 

Don CarLos, A young Soldier, and an Orphan, 6 

= no viſible Fortune, in Love-witi 
Aguilina. 


8 


Don PE DRoO, Gallant to Biamcha. 


WOMEN. 


BiANnCua, | Wike'to Antoni. 
Aquilina, | Anmel Niece, in Love with Carl 


Lava, Her Maid. 


TeREsA, Maid to Biancha. 


_ * 


Servants, ones, Se. 


8 Eg E N E, Madrid. 


THE 


IVAL PRIESTS: 


OR, THE > ta 
— FEMALE POLITICIAN, 
ling 
_ :... 


ACT I, SCENE I. 


'L quilina leaning on a Table in a thoughtful 
Poſture : Laura waiting, Aquilina riſes, 
and « comes forward. 


all. 41 
How happy a State, Qc. 


WEB O 7” tedious the loitering Minutes roll on, 
Her infipid is Life, when its Pleaſures art 
N gone 

Yet in Hopes of ſome Blſfing Ive wiſh to to 


attain, 
We contentedly drag on whole Ages in Pain. 


A323 When 


—— 


Poinard open a Faſſage to my faithful Boſom, and ſee 3 e 


4 The RIVAL PRIESTS: Or, 
When Carlos is abſent no Pleaſures Ttafte ; * 
« But when he returns. all my Sorrotut are paſ.e 
For fure, if pur Life can e er boaſt any Charms, 
'Tis when folded within à briſt Lover's ſoft Arms. 


Life without a Lover, is a perfect dull, dirty, Winter's 
Journey. O Carla, 'Carles! Life has no Charm 
for me, when thou art abſent. Laura, have you ſeen 
my Uncle any Time to Day ? Y 

Lav. Yes, Madam, I ſaw him about an Hour ago, 
walking with Don Alphonſo in the Orange-Grove. 

Agu. Laura, you need not wait: But be within 
Call. © [Exit Laura. 


Enter Don Carlos. wilt 

Car. Oh, my Ajuilina! once more I've ſnatch'd 8 wt. 
Moment to tell you Carlos is for-ever yours. 2 

Aqu. Tis hard, my Carhs, that our Loves ſhould be 
ſo often interrupted ; but ſtolen Joys are ſweeteſt, and 
Dangers but enhance the Value of the Prize. — The 
Soldier and the Lover muſt endure Fatigues. * 

Car. Yes, Madam; but Fame and Beauty make, 'em 
large Amends. 

Aqu. You young Lovers are never without your Com- 
pliments; but you muſt pardon me, if, ev'n in this 
Hour of Joy, I tremble with the Apprehenſions of your | 
Falſhood. Oh, Carlos, Carlos! ſhould you once prove 
inconſtant, think what muſt then become of the loſt, 
wretched Aguilina. 

Car. Doubt not my Love. Oh, rather with this 


the Truth on't written in my Heart. 


the FEMA EKT PorrTICIAN 3 


ATR II. 
Buſy, Curious, thirſty Fly, &c, 
; | Bleft with Aquilina's Love, 


ter“ 
arms ; No one ſure cou' d æviſb to rove; 
ſeen 


Kings with me would change their Place, 
= While circled in thy foft Embrace: 
= Circled in thy foft Embrace, 


ago, | 

ho * With Kings I would not change my Place. 

thin | 

urs. u. Well! I believe you; — but tell me, how 


vou eſcape old Argus, my jealous Uncle? I am 
ech'd, you know, as narrowly as a Priſoner of State» 
onder that you'll venture ſo, and tremble leſt a Ser- 
Met ſees you. 
Car. Oh, Madam, Lovers, like him, have all their 
es about em. I faw him make tow*rds the Orange- 
ore, in cloſe Conference with Don Aphonſo. Whilſt - 
ir wiſe Noddles were ſettling the Nation, J, willing 
improve each happy Moment, turn'd ſhort, and 
x to fold thee in my longing Arms. 
$8.47. But have a Care; for you young Soldiers are his 
er Averſion; he calls you Red-Coat Locuſts, the Ca- 
S&pillars of a Nation, and Raviſhment, he fays, is all 
ere good for. My Virtue, he tells me, is the greateſt 
Yrcern of his Life, and the moſt ineſtimable Jewel he 
in his Poſſeſſion; and one would think fo indeed; 
be watches it as narrowly, as the Dragon did the H 
n Fruit. My old, impotent Fool of a Lover, Don 
onio, isn't more troubleſome or jealous. That ſecond 
8 ague thinks his Intimacy with my Uncle, his Wealth, 


6. The RIVAL PRIESTS: Or, 


and Age entitle him to watch my Conduct. Tis ten to 
one but the old Goat, whom I deteſt, will interrupt theſe 


golden Moments, this happy Interview ow thus haſt 
ſtolen. 


Car. His Fondnef and [mpertinence are Indication 1 


Madam, of his Love. 


Aqu. Love with a Vengeance. He "BA on me; juſt | 
as a Miſer does on his Money. He thinks himſelf undone 


if I'm one Moment out of his Sight. 


Car. When he has thee in it, he can make but little 
uſe on't. Waſt thou in his Poſſeſſion, all he could 


do, would be to lock thee up, and gaze on thee as on a | 


lovely Picture. 


Aqu. He turns, and w inds himſelf, like 3 + into 


a thouſand ridiculous Poſtures, in Hopes to pleaſe me ; | 
and peers at me, tho" he ſcarce can ſee, me thro' his Spec- 
tacles, as wiſhfully, as if he'd pierce me through: But 


there's no great Danger, the Rays are but very, faint. 


Car. Talk of the Devil, aud behold his Horns Your | 
old Lover, as I hope to live, true as the Shadow to the | 


Subſtance. [II retire, and obſerve him a l. 


Enter Antonio. 


Ant. Odd, Nacky ! I have been beating the Hoof af. 
ter thee all the Town over; your Maid told me you had 


not been at home ſince the Bell rang to Chapel: But ſhe's 
a pert, lying, young Baggage. —— Odd, Nacky!. 1 
found J had loit my Heart, and was reſolv'd to charge 
thee with the Felony. 

Agu. No no; *ewould paſs but for petty Larceny at 

moſt. The Damage nt half a Dollar, Sir. 

Ant. Odd, Nacky! thowrt a Wag, a perfedt 
Wit, Nacky ;. but tell me now, art'nt thou the prettieſt, 

ſweeteſt, lovelieſt Creature in all Spazn ? 


the FEMALE PoliTiclawn 7 
to Car. comes forguard, and? I allow it, Sir; and are 


elaps him on the Shoulder. S not you. the moſt audacious, 

impudent, old Raſcal in all Chriſtendom? How dar'ſt 

thou talk to ſuch an Angel, with ſuch an invincible Af. 

WF furance ? 

Ant. Are you there, you little Rogue you? But more 
uſt MW Manners, methinks, young Soldier, would become thee,--- 
ne Old, quotha !/—not ſo old neither, Boy: —But wherein 

young Saucebox, = have I thewn my invincible Aſſu- 
tle rance, pray ? 

ald Car. In thy profane Addreſſes to the Goddeſs I adore, 
na Sir. Are thoſe Spindle-ſhanks, think*ſt thou, able to ſup- 

port thee in the Wars of Venus? Can thoſe humid Lamps 
nto of thine, that lie ſank within their Sockets, ſtrike Fire 
ie ; into a Beauty's Breaſt Thou Death's-head !---Go Home, 
ec - purchaſe thee a Coffin, and get a Nurſe to ſwaddle thee.--- 

But Begone this Moment, or 1˙ll— 

Ant. What a violent hot-headed young Puppy this 11 
our Cafe.) But pray, Mr. Horſpur, if J am that impotent, 
the erazy, old Fellow you make of me . why fo hot 

Man? why in ſuch a Nettle ?. What Apprehenſions 

can you have, who, I underſtand, honour me with your 

3 Rivalſhip, from old Age and Impotence ?.Mayn't F 

af. be truſted with a fair Lady without Offence, ha! ou 
hal © le Rogue you? 

he's Car. That thou may'ſt, PN! Auer for thee, as aafely 
/ 1  a5an Eunuch, or a Paroquet; but, like thoſe pratling A- 
age nimals, you have the Faculty of catch ing Sounds, and 

Echo: like repeating them. --- One Word therefore in your 
„Far, Sir. Vou're an old Raſcal; and if I ever 

catch you hunting in my Warren again, Þ'll ſtrip your 
cet old Hide over your * aud eres for- a Deſtroyer 
feſt, the Game.. | 


AIR 


8' TheRIVAL PRIESTS: Or, 


AIR III 
alle that has the beſt Wife, &c. 


When decrepid old Age 
In brick Love would engage, 
And in amorous Speeches be wooing ; 
To cure his mad Pate, 
A ſmart Drubbing's his Fate; 
Then dread aubat will fon be enſuing, Old Boy, &c 


Ant. Odd! I don't like this hectoring, bullying Fe. ® 


low, not I. The Dog, for aught I know, may have 1 
ill Deſign againſt me, and may think to qualify me fo 
an Opera Singer. Odd! I was always reckon'd i 


Man of Parts, and wou'd not willingly be fool'd by 12 
young jackanapes. But who's afraid? (aide 15 | 
gibbet me, Sir! --- ( Car. in a Paſſion.) by, 
Car. Yes, you, you old Put. What has * 4 
done that ſhe muſt be mortified with your inſolent, im. 
pertinent Gallantries ? Then Limberham | thou impotent. 
ald Leacher : 
Ant. Odd! Carlos, this is all perfect Prej udice. --- 
Ha, ka, he! Impotent quotha ! Here are Limbs Bo) 
--- Here's a Leg! --- hard and brawny ! --- Survey mj 
Back; --- broad, and ſappy, my Lad ! ---Here are Eye, 
you Rogue! --- How they ſparkle ! As bright, and ro ® 
ving as at eighteen, Boy. Then for my Complexio! 7 
--- See, how fluſh, and ſanguine tis! Here are Gills!-- 
As roſy as a Turkey-Cock's, Sirrah. --- Examine-my In 
fide, Boy. --- 'Tis:as tight, and whole, --- Thanks to m) 
_ Stars, as my Outſide.— Ehem. Sound as 2 


Roach, : 
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ach, you little Rogue, you. Impotent, quotha . 


„ ha, he! Let me adviſe thee, Carlos, to take ſome 
lin a Morning; ---for I find thou art far gone in the 


een, Boy. --- Ha, ha, he 


ar. This Aſſurance of thine deſerves, indeed, to be 


re tified with Steel, and I don't care, if for once I ad- 


2 


En deny thee. 


iſter the Cure, Sir. (offers to draw.) 
{14, For Heaven's Sake Carhs, what are yon doing? 
onſider how fatal the Conſequences may be of ſuch a 


ah Proceeding. Be gone, Dear Carlos, and let me alone 
ſooth the old Dragon; — leſt my jealous Uncle 


'd hear of your heroic Exploits, and make the 


H huſe too hot to hold us. Let me ſee you again, as ſoon 
18 2 82 but in none of your —— Airs, I beg of 


Car. I yield, my deareſt Aguilina. There is noting | 


AIR IV. 
When Fanny blooming fair, &c. 


What you, my Fair, require, 
With Pleaſure J obey ; 
N hene er you bid retire, 

'Twvere impious then to ſlay : 
When mighty Love draws near, 
All other Paſſions iy; | 

As Stars flrait diſappear, 
When Phoebus gilas the Shy, 
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Ant. What! is the young Puppy gone? *Tis well . 
is. Odd ! Fleſh and Blood can never bear it. r 
(Walks haflily up and down the Stage, Aquiliu | | 
following him.) | 

Agu. Come, Tany, don't frown on thy Nacky fo. -- ? 
Sure thou art not angry, Tony, | 

Ant. Odd, but I am angry, Madam, and I will be ay. 
gry, --- very angry too. Shall I be inſulted by aha 
Jack, juſt crept out of the Egg-ſhell ? --- Sword and Pi. 
tol ſhall decide the Difference. No, now I think ont 
it ſhan't neither. My old Friend, your Uncle, is a Cor: %, 
regidore, --- I'll complain to him, and ſwear the ren | | 
againſt the Raſcal. I'l humble the Dog that way, I War 
rant him. 

{5,00 Nay, if you're for complaining, I'II compli | 

too. I' know why you muſt be my Guardian, 
watch me like a Duema, and plague me with your in- 4 
pertinent Gallantries. Nay, I'll viſit your Wife tog 
and unravel to the good Woman, too good for you, 2l 
your ſaucy Amours, You arn't ſo vigorous, I fancy, but 
you might find Employment enough at home to cool you 
Courage. 

Axt. Odd! you dear, little Pigſneys, don't turn Telly 
tale, but pardon my Exceſs of Paſſion, and T'll be as pa- 
tient as a Lamb. --- I'll forgive Carlos with all my Heap 
and Soul, Child. but don't turn thoſe pretty, black} 
rolling Peepers from me. Don't frown upon poor Toy 
ſo, | | 

Au. Ha, ha, he! as J hope to live, Tony, thy Love, 
and thy Anger become thee, juſt like thy Cloaths, ven 
indifferently. —— Thou mak'ſt but a ſcurvy Sort of 1 
Fi ure in Either of them, 


and t 


7 


ach 


Ant. 
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Au. Odd, Nacky, thou'rt a Wag ;—a perfect Wag, 
acty.— Whatever thou ſay'ſt or writ'ſt is ſheer Wit. 

pee . Nachy,— pulli out a Letter) Look here, you 

Stle Rogue you. — Here are golden Lines. 

{reads affetedly.) 

Deareſt Corydon, 

Nou know'ft too well how much thy Form Tprize ;; 

. Sight of thee, what pleaſing Tranſports riſe : 

xw freely cou'd I fly into thy Arms, ; 

2 yield with Foy to thee my youthful Charms ! 


And fo forth; ha, Nacky /—Odd, you dear, little Pigſ- 
peys, if that ſame Coryder meant your humble Servant, I 
* Fhould be the happieſt Dog in all Chriſtendom :—But isn't 
It that more happy Dog, young Carlos Odd, I“ m in a 
plan Yi ttle Pain about that. | 
»""F Azz. So, Sir, I find you have been at my Scrutore, 
Ind plundered all my Papers. Such unmannerly Free- 
loms are intolerable... ll aſſure you, Sir, I reſent this 
\ front to the laſt Degree; and if ever I find you tranſ- 
rrefling this Way again, depend upon't you ſhall ſeverely 
Wrmart for it. 
Ant. Smart, Child! Odd! I cou'd not ſmart worſe 
Phan I do already, if my Skin was ſtript over my Ears :— 
Pour poor deſponding Tony dies with Pain. I'm all over 
"Warts, Nacky, like the poor Fellow in the Almanack. 
hy lovely Eyes have pierc'd me through and through, 
nd they alone can give me Eaſe. Don't be ſo cruel, 
acky ?=Pr'ythee ſmile upon your poor Tony. — 
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A 1 V. 
Roger”s Courtſhip. 


Ah turn, my dear Nacky, and ſee your poor Slade, 
Mumpaty, mumpaty, mump: : 
Oh ! ſend not poor Tony. /o ſoon-to the Graue, a 


Glumpaty, glumpaty, glump. 
I look but on you, my Heart beats the Tattoo, 


Thumpaty, thumpaty, thump.” 
Ven yield me thy Charms, and fly into my Arms, © 
| Plumpaty, plumpaty, plump. 


Ant. Odd, Nacky, break thy Chain, and run away 
from this tyrannical Uncle of thine, and all I have in the 
World is at thy Service. — But let me, Nach, not Carla, 


be the Partner of thy Flight. 


Au. A very pretty Declaration truly Thou art a 
warm Lover, I'll fay that for thee: hut if ever T hear 


any more of your Nonſenſe, I'll tell my Uncle the whole 
Truth, make him your mortal Enemy, and ſo get rid of 
my Impertinence at once. 

Ant. If thou doſt, I'll deny it all; and he durſt not for 
his Life diſbelieve me..——And ſo you'll be acer the bet- 
ter, Child. —But if you'll be kind I'll ſue out a Divorce, 
prove my Wife a barren Piece of Houſhold-Stuff, and 
take thee to my Embraces. 

Azu. I can bear it no longer.— Thou old, impotent, 
paralitical Monſter, begone, or Death's thy Portion 
rl plunge a Dagger in thy luſtful Heart, and cure thee 
of this raging Fever in thy Blood. (Exit. 

Ant. Hey Day ! hey Day !-— What! is ſhe gone, and 
in her tragic Airs too? Odd, ſhed make a rare AAreſs, 8 


at 


”” RS 
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at the Playhouſe She has a Paſſion for me tho', I ſee 
that. How her Blood roſe, and her little, ſwelling, 


panting, roguy Bubbies glow'd with Celeſtial Red! 


LO 


Lai. Sure I heard a more than ordinary Noiſe 
What could be the Meaning of it! 

Ant. Od-ſo, Laura, — come hither, Girl, come 
hither, 

Lau. Did you call me, Sir? 

Ant. Aye, Child. Can't you go after your Miſtreſs, 
and tell her tell Eh! you underſtand me. 

Lau. Not I, I'll aſſure you Sir, I can't imagine what 
you mean. 

Aut. Hum! —— very like you mayn't. — very 
like you mayn't. I believe I did not ſpeak quite plain 
enough: But let me ſee. there (gives her 
Money) Can't you, I ſay, go after your Miſtreſs, and]tell 
her I'm very penitent, and beg Leave to ſee her in the 
Afternoon to beg Pardon ? — You underſtand me now L 
ſuppoſe 

Lau. Oh, very well, Sir. ---- You've Ws your- 
ſelf in the moſt prevailing Manner. 


AIR VI. 
Yorkſhire Tike. 


Men Women are fractious, and will not comply, 
Yet Gald's a Temptation they cannot deny; 
At the Sight of this Argument all Scruples fly, 


They go down, down, down, derry, derry, derry, 
up and down, down derry down, 


B The 
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The Lover may cant of his Flames, and his Darts, 
And think of ſucceeding by thoſe little Arts : 


But here's the true Ruler of all Women's Hearts, 1 II 
Brings em down, down, down, — Cc. tei 
he 


Well! Sir, I'll do what I can for you. Come to my f 6, 
Chamber about an Hour hence, and [I'll let you know 


my Succeſs, Your Servant, Sir. 
 £Exeunt different Ways. f 


Enter Aquilina alone. 3 

Let me conſider a little. In what a Sea of Troubles 
may this Love of mine for young Carlu in a Moment fl 
plunge me! My Uncle, ſhou'd he hear of this laſt Ex- 81 
ploit, will either diſcard and expoſe me naked to the & 
World, which is a ſhocking Conſideration ; --- or doom 
me to perpetual Virginity, and lock me up, like a Bird 
in a Cage, — in ſome diſmal Nunnery for Life 


Tremendous Thought ! —— It makes my very Blood pa 
run cold within me. | | 

te 

AIR VII. 155 

When Love's once lodg'd within the Heart, Qc. * 

How hard's the Clypſter d Virgin's Fate, Se 

Debarr'd from all Life's feveeteft Charms ! de 
Shield me, ye Powers, from ſuch a State, | 

And give me ſafe to Carlos's Arms. JT 

The Age, when ev'ry Pleaſure fails, ſt. 


May Charms and dull Retirement find, 
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While Beauty lafls, and Love prevails, 
Youth ewill have ſomething elſe to mind. 


J know not what to fix on. While Carl is abſent I de- 
termine not to hazard my Uncle's Diſpleaſure: But were 


he here, — I'm afraid he'd ſoon finda Way to melt 


down my ſtrongeſt Reſolutions. 


Enter Laura. 

Lau. Your Father Confeſſor, Madam, is come to wait 
on you. 

Aqz. Oh! bring him in by all Means. --- (Ex. Lau.) 
In my Opinion, there's no Time ſo proper for Confeſ- 
fion as when we are engag'd in an Intrigue ; for then our 
Sins come ſo thick one upon another, that 'tis fit we 
ſhou'd have ſome of them taken off our Hands. 

| (Laura introduces Carlos in the Habit f a 
Friar, and then retires.) £ 

Aqu. Is this your Prieſt, Girl? I fancy he comes pre- 
par'd to make a Confeſſion, rather than receive one. 

Car. You ſee, my Aquilina, what Diſguiſes Love can 
teach us: Almighty Love, that transform'd Jove into a 
Swan, and converted Hercules's Club into a Diſtaff, has 
made me what you ſee me. 

Agu. How durſt you venture? Shou'd any of the other 
Servants ſuſpect you, they wou'd certainly alarm my Un- 
cle, and then I dread the Conſequence. 

Car. Fear not, my Angel. Lovers are always ſafe. 


The Man that's hleſt with Aguilinas Love, can never 
ſtart at Danger. 


— 


| 
1 
| 
i 
1 
| 
. 
1 
' 
* 
11 


Meaknefs; that tis a harder Task to keep one Heart 
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A IR VIII. 
Cloe is falfe, &fc. 


Capid, when once on Breafis he poſſaſſes, 
An univerſal Sway maintains; 
Love in his Empire no Partner confeſſes, + 
But uncontrouÞ'd the Tyrant reigns. 
4A Heart by Beauty warm'd, 
*Gainft &ery Dangers arm'd : 
Lowe all our Fears beguiles, 
Noug ht when the Fair one ſmiles 
The Lover pains. 


Aqu. And canſt thou venture Life for 4quilina ? Are 
thy Proteſtations all ſincere ? or, are they falſe, and the 
Refalt of Gallantry alone? I'm conſcious of our Sexes} 


than conquer Thouſands. Canſt thou be true? x 

Car. And canſt thou doubt it? --- Ungenerous Apui- 
lina! I am juſt ready to give you the moſt convincing! 
Proofs of my Sincerity : Fiy with me this Moment, and 
let the Prieſt put it beyond the Power of Fate ever to 
part us more. ; 

Agu. His Knotcanonly tie your Hands, and not your 
Heart, --- I'd have the Lover, and the Husband die to- 


_ gether. a 
Car. So they ſhall, my Angel: And here upon my - 

Knees I ſwear eternal Conſtancy, and Truth. | 
Aqu. Riſe Carlos, thy Aquilina will believe thee! c 
From henceforth I'll freely truſt my ſelf to thy Conduct 5 


let the Conſequence be what it will. 


your , 
ie to- 


1 my} 


thee? 
ndud, , 


1 
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AIR IX. 


In vain, Dear Chloe, Sc. 


N vain wwou'd Duty firive to part 
Our faithful Flame, and force my Heart,, 
Thats fondly fix d on Thee; 
There's nothing but Death's ſure Contrul 
Divides the Body from the Soul, 
And firmer join d are We. 


Car. Oh, my Aquilina, how ſhall I repay this won · 
_ Goodneſs ? 


AIR X. 
The Early Horn, 


What Joys alarm, 
What Tranſports charm, 
Oh, Extaſy divine! 
Sound, found, ye Woods, 
Repeat, ye Floods, 
Dat Aquilina's mine. 
Te warbling Loves, fly round 
On balmy Wings, and tune your Strings; 

Haſte, haſte, to catch th” enchanting Sound. 


Aga. Hark! what Noiſe is that? — As I live, my 
old, rank Goat again: I know him by the Smell. ---- 
What an intolerable Plague is an old Lover that one durſt 
not diſoblige ! --- Come, my Carlos, let us return into my 
Cloſet. --- There we may unmoleſted lit, and the old 
Blood-hound. never ſcent. us. (Exeuns,) 


B 3 Euter 
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Enter Antonio. N 
An. T have quiteloſt Scent of her. Where has the little a 
Charmer of my Heart conceal'd herſelf? Odd ! *tis well Noi 
if that Rogue Carlos hasn't been here, and carry'd her off 
the Premiſes. --- My Heart flutters within me for Fear of Mc 
him, like a Bird that's hunted in a Cage. --- Ye Gods, Im 
and Goddeſſes, ye murm'ring Streams, ye ſhady Groves, 
Brooks, Woods, and Floods, pity poor Jony! I have n 
travers'd the Houſe from Top to Bottom. If ſhe is'nt in Mon 
this Cloſet, I'Il leave off my fruitleſs Search. --- Perhaps WI 
ſhe may be at Prayers: But that's not very likely neither. 
However, I'll take one Peep to gratify my Curioſity. -- ri, 
(Takes out his Spectacles and peeps at the Chſet-Door ) A c: 
Odd ! there ſhe is, like a good Chriſtian, confeſſing her Flu 
Sins to her old, ghoſtly Father. --- How I flame with 
Love and Religion both at once! Odd! they are very 
earneſt at their Devotions, --- Tis well if the Fleſh does 
not get the better of the Spirit, --- She has Charms e- 
nough to raiſe Vigour in a Prieſt as old as Near. I'll + 
peep once again. Bleſs us! the Devil has got the up- 
per Hand, as [ imagin'd. --- Body of me, they kiſs, and 
cling, and Prayer is turn'd to Rapture. --- T'other Peep, 
and then. Oh! Death and Damnation! Tis young 
Carles, the ſtrong back'd, young Dog Carlos, in Maſ- 
querade. Odd! I'll blow the Dog up. --- PII teach him i 
to take the Habit before he's enter'd into Orders, with a WV. 
Pox to him. I'll ingratiate myſelf, however, by this Hi 
Diſcovery, . in Don ManuePs Favour, and get this Rival 
of mine lock'd up forever and ever. Odd! I dar'nt 
traſt em tho any longer together. I'Il knock, I'm Port 
reſolv d, and ſpoil their Sport however. | Won 
(Be flamps about the Stage, and knocks at thi} 
Clo/et-Door.) i Enter 
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N Enter Aquilina, and Carlos, dreft as before. 
tle Aqu. Well, Sir, am J forever to be perſecuted by 
ell you. Mayn't I confeſs my Sins to my Ghoſtly Father 
off Mere, but you muſt unſeaſonably interrupt my Devo- 


ions? --- Hang you, I hate you, you old, troubleſome» 
Impertinent Fool you. 
Ant. Tho” an old Layman won't go down with you, 
in old Father of the Church will, I find. This is 
eme Wolf in Sheep's-Clothing, I'll lay my Life on't. 
Why, Nacky, thou haſtn't gota Pillar, thou haſt got the 
A hurch itſelf, Girl. --- Let me examine this Rately Fa Fa- 
Prick. Whether it be of the Doric or Corinthian Order, 
can't fay --- Nature, however, Friend, prov'd but a 
Flumſy Architect when ſhe erected thee. 

(While he's taking his Survey, Carlos trips up 

his Heels, and runs off. ) 

Ant. on the Ground.) Very well! very good, Madam ! 


e- This is a fpecial Son of the Church truly! --- If he has 
I'll peen a ſpiritual Conſolation to you, I'm ſure he has been 
up- n temporal Affliction to me. --- He has made ev'ry Bone 
and In my Skin tattle again. - Ah, Nacky, this Ghoſtly Fa- 
eep, ther of yours, is neither better nor worſe than a Lays 
ung Devil. I an't ſo blind, but I can ſee a Hawk from a 
Mai- SHandfaw --- and can diſtinguiſh Carlos from Father Da- 
him Frizick thro? all his Canonical Diſguiſe.— Ah, Nacky, 
th a Nach, thou art a fallen Angel, --- but one of the pret- 
this Wieſt Devils I ever ſaw. Thy Temptations are too ſtrong 
ival o be withſtood by Fleſh and Blood, that's the Truth on't. 
u nt Ayu. Kneels,) Well, Sir, I own you have made an im- 
I'm portant Diſcovery, and if you tell my Uncle, I'm un- 

one for ever. My Reputation is, I own, in your 
t the lands; and if you can be ſo cruel, tis in your Power to 


Euter 


-xpoſe me. Ant. 


* 
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Ant. J accept of thy Humiliation, Nacky ; riſe, my 
little Pigſneyes, give me a Kiſs, and ſeal the Secret up for- 
ever. Love me but a little tiny Bit now and then, and 
let me viſit thee when Carlos is out of Town, or ſo, no che 
Confident in all Spain ſhall be more cloſe, or ready, my 
Girl, to ſerve thee. 
Anu. But if my Uncle ſhou'd chance to hear that there's? 
a too cloſe Familiarity, even between you and I, poor W, 
Nacky muſt ſuffer ſtill, and be expos'd to his Reſentment.) 
Ant. Never fear, Nacky, he ſhall be never the wifer, 
J warrantthee, Girl. Permit me, Charmer, to Glutef 
that lilly white Hand of thine. ¶ Rubs it with his Beard. 
Agu. You uſe it too roughly in Conſcience, Tony ; you 
are too amorous, too gay for one of your Years. a— 
Ant. Years, Madam! why, I am but juſt turn'd of 
fifty; and fifty is a Man's ful! Prime, Madam. Let me 
tell thee, Nacky, my Blood runs thro my Veins as brisk. 
ly now, as it did at Twenty. --- But ſuppoſing I were an 
old Lover, I have the Proverb on my Side, you kon, 
Macy. f 


Sh: 


When Love creeps gent ly into aged Veins, 
The Fire burns ſlow, but then it long remains. 


Aqu. (afide.) A conceited old Fool! J have heard m. 
Uncle ſay a hundred Times, he was fourſcore when |} 
was in Hanging -ſleeve Coats. (To Aut.) Well, m 
Tony! ſince you are willing to forgive this Slip of Youth, 
and not expoſe my Frailty to my Uncle and the World 


J vil admit of your Addreſſes, and give yon all the lic 
Liberties you can deſire: But be merry and wiſe, --- — 


have your Eyes about you, and a ſtrict Guard to you 
Conduct. I ſhall be pleas d with a Viſit in my privatt 
Apart 
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Apartment this Evening: — But *twould be dangerous 
Phou'd the Servants know you. Come in Maſquerade, 
© 71 woken. Ant. ſnatobes her Hand, and kiſſes it eagerh. } 


. 4. Jam ſo tranſported, Nacky! — eh! --» ye little 
eren Rogue you - eh! -- Exit.) 
Au. Now if I an't fairly reveng d on him, let the 


* * ſay I'm no Woman. 

ſer, 

lute? AIR XI. 

a | . 
you! The Lady's Lamentation. 


2 Revenge, thou Dear Goddefe, I yield to thy Power 3 

d off Propitious, affift when thy Aid ] implore. 

g hat Maid, whenthusinjur'd, thy Charmecan an p 
TN But when all Redreſi fails to thy Counſel we Ay. 

a by Exit.) 


SCENE changes to another Apartment. 


Enter Antonio and Laura, meeting. 
Lau. Well, Sir, what Succeſs with my Lady? have 
Hou effected a Reconciliation ? 
Ant. Aye, T warrant you; let Tony alone for that. 
en! T is the kindeſt little Rogue now. --- Odd ! Lau- 
my 8 ra, thou art a brave Girl, and I could almoſt find in my 
outh, {cart to give thee --- a Kiſs. --- Odd! fo I will too. 
Id. Faith thou ſhalt have it, i'faith thou ſhalt. (Kiſs ber.) 
little Lau. Deuce on him, I expected ſomething better than 
e. Fiſſes - (4fide.) And fo my Lady and you are quite 
you i Friends again you ſay, Sir. 
Au. None ſo great -— and heark ye, I'm to viſit her 
this Afternoon — in Maſquerade. But Mum for that, 


bye hear. Lau 


my 
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Lau. Oh are you ſo, Sir? But as I have good Reaſon! 
do think 'tis no Viſit of my Lady's wiſhing, I ſhall} 
make bold to ſpoil your Sport, I believe -- ( Afide) Aye, 
Sir, I told you how it would be: You muſt not always} 
take us Women at our firſt Words; for we are ſeldom 
 guiltyof telling Truth in Affairs of this Kind. | 


E © Bp +: 
When the Kine, Cc. 


Newer truft a Maids Denial, 
All ber Coyneſs is but Shea z 
Each Repulſe is but a Trial 
How far the Lover dares to go. 
They tho" tender, 
Ne'er ſurrender 
To a Sigh, or fingle Riß; 
. Be brish, and warm, 
Aud boldly orm, 
Aud ſoon they'll anſever, yes, yes, yes, ee. 


— rings) Hark! isnt that my Lady's Bell? I muſt >" 

run. Succeſs attend you, Sir. If you have any far- P 
ther Neceſſity, pray, Sir, make uſe of your humble Ser- 
vant. (Exit Laura.) | 

Ant. Odd, Tony! thou art the happieſt Dog under the! 
Sun. But now for my Maſquerading Scene. T'll in, 
and prepare for that. Firſt let me conſider what Form 
I had beſt put on; | | 


Or Jove's, or Pluto's, wits will pleaſe her beft ? 14 
Neither == She's Fleſh and Blood — aſſume the Prieſt. L 
ou 

The End of the firſt Af 1 
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ACT nu. Sen 


Enter Don Manuel. 


> HAT a perpetual Uneaſineſs attends the 

3 5 Guardian of a young wanton Woman! --- 
AE Antonio tells me Carlos was in private with 
D N & my Niece this Morning. How he got Ad- 
% mittance I can't conceive. --- There's ſome 
Roguery at the Bottom, my Life on't. --- I don't know 


hich Way to turn, or what to think. --- I'll go this 


_” 


fare! 


Ser 
r the 


Form 


Moment to her Apartment, and if I catch them together, 

'Il take Care that two Bravoes ſhall diſpatch the Hero: 

And as to the Heroine, I'll tutor her myſelf. --- A Nun- 

ery ſhall be her Portion. She ſhall be lock'd up, and 

ed with nothing but Bread and Water: I'll. teach her 
\bſtinence from Fleſh, I warrant her. --- An undutiful 
Baggage! »-— 


Enter Laura, in a ſeeming Fright. 
Lau. Oh, Sir! How can you loiter here, when De- 
„ Wlation, Raviſhment, and Death are going forward in 


our Houſe ? --- Run, Sir, quickly, for Heaven's Sake, 
id muſter up all your Servants ; ſtand upon your Guard, 


i Ir. 


Man. Why what's the Matter, Girl? 
Lau. Matter, Sir! — We're all undone. 
ou are ruin'd, I am ruin'd, — and your 
lece is ruin d. — dat: all, Sir. 
| Man, 
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Man. Ha! —How ! ---What! --- my Niece, - Why 
why, what of her? 
Lax. 'Too much, Sir, Pm afraid. 3 huge, 


proad-back'd Fellow, --- the Lord knows who he is Sir, 
-- gone.in Diſguiſe to her Chamber, to rob her,--- of her? 
Honour, you may be ſure, if not to ſtrip the Houſe inn 


the Bargain. 


Mar. Oh! — It's that beggarly Raſcal Carla agai 


If uppoſe. 


Lau. I ſuppoſe not, Old Gentleman. If it had 
your Worſhip — had known nothing at all of the Mats 


ter. ( Afede 


J 

Man. Tis certainly He, — What ſhall I do? — Here} 
Lopez, Pedro, Vaſques! Rogues! where are you all? 
Follow me. — I'll be reveng'd on this Deflowerer d 
* A Son of a — Ouns! Pl circumciſe the Dog 
( Exit in a Paſſia. | 


Laura alone. 
Lau. Now, Antonio, I think we ſhall be pretty ever 
with you. — If this doesn't give the Old Fornicator 
Surfeit of Maſquerading, I don't know what will. 


I long, methinks, to ſee the Iſſue of this Love-Adventure) 
(Exit, 


SCENE changes to 4quilina's Room. 


Aguilina alone. 
Ann. This old, fulſom Gallant of mine, is raving mad 


with the Fever of Love. He ſhou'd breathe a Vein by| 


Rights, and take Purgatives to thin his Blood. But ſince 


no Phyſician will ſerve his Turn but me, and ſince Lhawe 


undertaken the Cure, I'll make him forſwear Maiquers 
ding 
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ding for the future, I'll warrant him. I'll cool his Cou- 
rage as effectually, as if I had him dragg'd thro' a Horſe- 
pond, or I'll never turn Petticoat-plotter again. 


Enter Antonio dreft lite Father Dominic. 
| Ant. Peace be unto this Houſe, and Love and Peace 
Ito the fair Saint that honours it with her Preſence. 
Au. (Afide) That barren Brain of his cou'd find out 
vo new Invention... I can't ſay but he has ſome Rea- 
had. fon to think of a maſquerading Prieſt : But his ſecond Diſ- 
Mat appointment ſhall meet with a ſeverer Cataſtrophe. A 
Bump on the Floor ſhan't compenſate for his Folly. I'II 
Jen, make the Old Rogue ſtink worſe than a Poll-Cat, pre- 
? —F ently. | 
er ff Ant. Odd! this Maſquerading is very agreeable. 
Dog Come, Nacky, come to Confeſſion, you little, dear, 
Non.) tempting, Angel, you; and let Prayer once more be 
turn'd into Rapture; —— Odd! . I muſt raviſh a Kiſs, 
Nacky. 


even Au. Fair and ſoftly goes far, Sir. This Love of 
or a yours is too hot to hold: If your Fire burns too furiouſly, 
1. — I'm afraid it won't laſt long. Turn about, Tony. 
nue Why, you look more like a Devil than a Prieſt. __— 
it This Tun of Devotion doesn't become thee, by any, 
Means, | 
As. No Matter for that, Nacky. I'm in Maſque- 
rade, and that's enough : — But Time's precious, my 
an Love. Let us improve each golden Moment. I 


have a Propoſition to make thee, Nacky. Suppoſe I 

ſnou'd poiſon my Piece of Houſhold-Goods, wouldſt thou 

be my new Furniture, ha, Girl; Odd ! fay but 

the Word, and I'll fend my crooked Rib to the D—---1. 

== Well! Nach, — what ſayſt thou? Wilt thou fold 
CG 
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me in thy ſnowy Arms? — I'm all on Fire.— Nay, | 
Nacky, be as good as your Ward. Look pleaſantly up- 
on me, do now. Caſt one roguiſh Leer at me, do, 
Pigſnyes.—— Odd! let me raviſh thee firſt, and then 
hanſel my new Office, and give thee Abſolution. 


Enter Laura. 

Lau. Madam ! my old Maſter is juſt come WR out. | 
fing and blowing, with a whole File of Muſqueteers af. 
ter him, threatening Death and Deſolation. I heard the 
old Gentleman call Father Dominic a Black-coat Lo- 


_ cuſt, an old Impoſtor, a Wolf in Sheeps Clothing, and | 


— 


a thouſand Names more, that I can't remember. He 


ſeem'd to be in a moſt bitter Paſſion, and vow'd he'd 


ſtrip the old Dog of his Aaron's Bells: They ſhou'd 


never chime in to Church again. —— What he meant by | 


that, Madam, I can't fay ; but he foam'd at the Mouth 
like a Madman. 

Au. What ſhall I do? I'm loft, ruin'd, undone 
for-ever. Shou'd my Uncle catch you in this Diſguiſe, 
he'd murder us both the very Mo ment. Where ſhall I 
conceal you ? 


© Ant. The Devil take him for ſpoiling the — de- 


fore the Inſtruments were tun; d. Tis a damn'd un- 


ſeaſonable Viſit. — Conceal me, Child, any where in | 


the World. I'Il creep into an Augur-hole. | 
( Looking about the Room ina Fright.) 


Aqu. Come, Tony, for once I muſt clap you into Pur- 


gatory: As you're a Prieſt, you know, you can ſoon 
pray yourſelf out again. Here, in, in, in a Moment, 
into this empty Cheſt. (He hurries in.) So,,— lie cloſe. 
— (She locks the Cheſt.) Lie there, thou Trophy of 


Female Reſentment. Now, Laura, call me a Couple of 


luſty 


' 
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luſty Porters. I'll fend him to his Wife Biancha, for a 
Preſent. 
Lau. And ſuch a one, I'll warrant, as ſhe never had 
in her Life before. 
Au. IT have caught the old Fox fairly now. 
( Exit. Lau. and returns with two Porters.) 
Aqu. Here, Friends, go to Don Antonio's, and tell 


his Lady you came from her Husband, who has ſent her 
Ja Cheſt of the beſt Florence he could get upon the Keys. 


Acquaint her, too, that he's obliged to ſup with fome 
French Merchants, and that he fears 'twill be late be- 


fore the Company will break up. — Carry it carefully, 


T leſt you ſhould break any of the Bottles. D'ye hear, 


Porters ! 
1 Port. Yes, Madam, never fear. — Does your La- 


dyſhip pleaſe to pay us; or muſt we be diſcharg'd where 
we lodge the Load? 

Aqu. The Lady will content you, no doubt. 

1 Port. (Taking up the Cheſt.) Heavy, and brittle too, 


Madam, we hope your Ladyſhip will pleaſe to make us 
drink. 


* There's ſomething to make you careful. 


(She gives them Money.) 


1 Port. Heaven bleſs your Ladyſhip. If 'tis old Gold 


we'll deliver it ſafe, Madam. 


Agu. I don't doubt it. Laura, ſee the Porters out. 
Lau, Out : Yes Madam, (Exit. Laura and Port.) 
Aqu. Well! If I han't made a perfect Cure of 
the old Goat, I'll forſwear the Title of a Doctreſs from 
this Day forward. — Noiſe without.) Hark ! Here's 
my Uncle coming in good earneſt.— His coming 
may help my Defign.'ll put on a ſanRified Look, 
and ſeem as if Heaven had taken up all my Thoughts. 
C2 But 
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But ſuch is Human Frailty, and 'tis a Folly to dery 
it, - my dear, dear Carlos takes up the better Half. 
( She fits at the Table, with a Prayer-Book in her 
Hand.) . 


Enter Don Manuel. 


Ilan. Thou hypocritical Baggage! What ! You are 
conning over your Ghoſtly Father's Advice, are you? 


- Aqu. What do'ye mean, Sir? 


Man. Thou Diſgrace of my Family! How durſt you i 
abuſe my Good-Nature, my paternal Tenderneſs, after 


this infamous, egregious Manner? 


Aqu. As I'm conſcious of no Crime, *tis I have | 
moſt Occaſion to complain. How can you load me, 
Sir, with ſuch opprobrious Language,who am as innocent 


— (Hat crying) 


Man. As the Child unborn, no doubt on't...... But, | 


Huſly ! was not Carlos here a whole Hour together 


with you in Private, under the hypocritical Form of a 


Prieſt, ha? 
Aqu. There has been Nobody with me indeed, Sir, 


Man. Come, come, no Prevarications. Doesn't he 


now lie hid in your Cloſet? Anſwer me quickly. 
Au. You may ſearch, if you pleaſe, Sir. 
Man. What! you've convey'd him away, then, I ſup- 
poſe. 


Man. This 1 is moſt amazing. But to make you 
bluſh, if you've one Grain of Modeſty left —— Know 
that Laura, your own Maid, has betray'd you. She 
ſaw Carlos come to vou in Diſguiſe, and ſent me here 
herſelf. 


Aqu, 


Aqu. What do you mean Sir? Whom ſhou'd I con- 


. > vey away? 


— 


. 2 


Dy 
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 Aqu. To ſee what a pretty Spy he has ſet over me. 
{ Afide. ) Well, Sir, ſince my Innocence and Reputation 
lie thus at Stake, I'It confeſs the whole Truth, and no- 
thing but the Truth. That there was a Gentleman diſ- 
guis'd, as you ſay, like a Prieſt, did make mea Viſit, 
muſt be allow'd ; but no Viſit of my ſeeking, I'Il aſſure 


you; and moreover, that fame Gentleman was your Bo- 


ſom Friend, and the old Dragon, which you, Sir, out of 


your abundant Wiſdom, pick'd out to be my Surveyor. 


General. | 

Man. This is a poor, frivolous, weak- concerted Lye. 

Aqu. Have but Patience, Sir, to hear my Story, and 
then clear or convict me. Juſt before you came up, 
in crept Don Antonio, and had he been young enough, 
wou'd have raviſh'd me: Upon which, I counterfeited a 
ſudden Surpriſe, and a terrible Apprehenſion of your 
Diſpleaſure. His hot Fit ſoon turn'd to a cold one. 
He trembled like an Aſpen Leaf, and begg'd me to cram 
him into an Augur Hole. Whereupon, your old Cheſt 
ſtanding open, in jump'd the old Rat, and I have him ſafe 
under Lock and Key. As an innocent Piece of Reſent- 
ment, I ſent him home to his Lady.— Therefore if you'll 
give yourſelf the Trouble to pay Dama Biancha a Viſit, 
we ſhall catch him before he's got out of his Trammels. 

Man. Ocular Demonſtration will be Conviction indeed. 
Therefore come along, Girl, I'm impatient till I ſee this 
Riddle ſolv'd. 

Agu. I'll follow you in a Moment, Sir. Well! 
I think my Affairs go on ſhiningly ; and if Fortune 
pong but give me Carlis, I ſhou'd then be happy in- 
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AIR XII. 
Grant me ye Powers, c. 


Grant me, ye Powers, but him I love, 
No other Joys I'd auiſb to prove : 
The plac'd on India's few" riſh Shore, 
His Breath la Zephirs wou'dreftore ; 
Or the on Schythia's endleſs Snow, 

- His Eyes wou'd friendly Warmth beſtow. 


Scene Antonio's Houſe. 


Enter Biancha, and Don Pedro. 


Bian. Come, come, you ſhan't think to eſcape ſo. — 


Have not I run the Riſque of a Husband's Reſentment, 


and parted with my dear Honour for your Sake ? — and | 


would you be gone already? Falſe, cruel Pedro / 


Ped. You know, my dear Biancha, I cou'd die to | 


ſerve you. J fear not for myſelf ; tis your Danger 
gives me theſe Alarms. Should your Husband find 
me here, you'd be utterly undone. I dread the Con- 
ſequence. Pox of her Fondneſs! Wou'd I cou'd get a- 
Way. What a dull, inſipid Thing is a Woman after 
Enjoyment ! ( Afeae.) 

Bian. Why had you not theſe Conſiderations before 
you ruin'd me ? — But you Men are all Deceivers, and 
we Women poor, eaſy, deluded Fools. Tis well. 
. Knocking at the Door.) But hark! There's 156 Hus- 
band in good earneſt. 

Ped. Who's fearful now. — Come — Come, my Bi- 
ancha, and let me taſte again thoſe Joys which none but 


you can give. | Bian. 


7 
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Bian. J cannot be angry with him, tho' I know he 
diſſembles. No, Pedro, I'm not to he deceiv'd by 
this Show of Fondneſs. — I ſee thro? this thin Diſguiſe. 
However, ſtep but in this Cloſet till my Husband's out of 
the Way, and I'll ſend Tere/a to releaſe you. — Farewel 
for-ever. 

Pedr. And can you then prefer the cold Embraces of a 
Husband, to the warm Endearments of an eager Lover? 

Bian. You're a very eager Lover, indeed.— 

Pedr. You ſhall find me ſo, let me but ſee you again 
To. night. ( Knocking again.) 

Bian. In, in, we've no Time for talking. 

( She puſhes him in, and locſs the Door.) 


Enter Tereſa. 
Tereſa, was it your Maſter came in juſt now ? 


Wine. 
Bian. Bid them bring it in. 


E nter Porters. 


1 Port. Madam, we've Orders from Don Antonio, iy 


leave this Cheſt of Florence with you, and to acquaint 


your Ladyſhip, that he ſups abroad to Night, and will 


make it late before he comes home. 


Bian. Very well, ſet it down; you're paid, I preſume. 
1 Port. No, Madam, we were order'd to be diſ- 


charg d by your Ladyſhip. 
Bian. What muſt you have? 


1 Port. Tis honeſtly worth three Rials, Madam. 


Bian. There's half a Dollar for you. 
1 Port. Thank your Ladyſhip, 


Ter. No, Madam, two Porters with a Cheſt af 


— At ad. 
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Bian. 7 ereſa, let the honeſt Men out, ( Knocking again ) 


and ſee who tis knocks below. 


(Tereſa goes out, .and returns. | 
Tereſ. Don Manuel, and the young Lady Aquilina, | 


Madam. 
Bian. Deſire them to walk up. 


Enter Don Manuel and Aquilina. 


Bian. Sir, your Servant. Your Servant Madam. 
(Salutes Aquilina.) This is an Honour I did not expect this | 
Evening. My Spouſe has juſt now ſent me a Cheſt of | 

Florence; I know, Sir, tis your fav'rite Liquor.— Te- | 


reſa, bid Faquiline come, and break the Cheſt open. 
Aqu. Tis Pity, Madam, to damage the Cheſt. Tis 
ten to one but my Uncte can oblige you with a Key that 
will unlock it. 
Man. Tis very probable, Madam, as my Niece fays, 
I may be able to furniſh you on ſuch an Occaſion- A 
Bottle-Screw, and a Maſter-Key, are - my Pocket-Com- 
Panions for the moſt Part.— With your Leave I'll make 
the Experiment. | 
(Biancha gets on one Side, and Aquilina on the other. 
ier ſome pretended Difficulty, Manuel opens 
it. All ſeem ſurpriz'd.) 


Bian. What in the Name of Goodneſs have we here? | 


My Wine metamorphos'd into a Prieſt. mn Thieves, 
Thieves, Jaca, Faguiline, Pedro. 


Enter Servants. 
1 Serv. Where, Madam, where? 


Bian. Secure that Cheſt, and the Canonical Rogue 
that's _ d within it. 


1 Ser. 
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1 Ser. What wou'd your Ladyſhip have us do with 
him ? 

Bian. Firſt, toſs him in a Blanket, and then carry him 


"if before a Corregidore. 


1 Ser. We'll do our beſt, Madam: But theſe un- 
godly Guts were never made for mounting. Run Pedro, 
tor a Blanket. | 


( Daring the laft Speech, Ant. attempts to run away. 
Pedro goes out, and returns with a Blanket. —— 
Man. and Aqu. talk together. Servants go to 
take hold of him. He diſcovers himſelf. ) 


All Ser. What! my old Maſter in Maſquerade. 

Bian. My Husband! — Oh! grant me Patience! Te- 
reſa, Pedro's in the Cloſet. ( 4fide to Ter.) Oh! I ſhall 
faint, What villainous Deſign were you upon? How 
came you in this Dreſs ? .. Why was the Cheſt ſent 
here? What ! you was jealous I ſuppoſe. 

Aqu. Have Patience, Madam.— Now, Sir, behold 
my Guardian, in the very Habit he pretended I receiv*d 
my Viſits in, to the Ruin of my Virtue, and your Cre- 
dit. 

Ant. Oh! I'm ruin'd diſcover'd — undone — 
dead. —— Oh! the Devil take all Maſquerading, I 
fav, 

Ban. What! — you can be vigorous, it ſeems, a- 
broad, — tho” you're a Drone at home: But I'll make 
you find your Sting— J will, you treacherous Villain.— 
I proteſt, I ſweat at his Impudence.— That any virtuous 
Woman ſhou'd be us'd thus! ( Half crying. ) 

Man. This, Niece, is Demonſtration indeed. 
I'm now fully convinc'd of his Hypocriſy, and your In- 
nocence, Why, you perfidious, old Raſcal ! What Ex- 

| | cuſe 
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cuſe can you make for this baſe Attempt to diſhonour 
my Family? How can you anſwer it to your Wife too ? 

Bian. Ay! How can you anſwer it to me, you Vil- 
lain? 
tender a Yoke-fellow; and muſt I be thus! - You'll 
break my Heart, =— you will, you treacherous Crea- 
ture. (Crying. ) 

Man. Let me beg of you to defer your Reſentment. 

Biau. I will be patient. But Im ſu —re I'—ve 
been a ten——der Wif—e to hi=—m. ( Sobbing.) 
Man. What have you nothing to ſay in your Defence. 


Ant. Say, Sir, — why, I plead guilty, and repent | 


me of all my amorous Impertinences to your Niece ; and 
to make her Atonement, I will confeſs a Secret, which 
I thought for- ever to have kept conceal'd. 
Man, Riſe, and let us hear what you can propoſe. 
Ant. Thro' my Miſrepreſentations of Don Carle, 
you've ever had an unjuſt Opinion of his Fame and For- 
tune. His Father died when he was young, and left him 
wholly to my Care; I, like other covetous Guardians, 
robb'd him of his Right, and turn'd him adrift: There- 
fore, if you'll give Aguilina to the Man that loves her, 
in Juſtice to his Wrongs, I'll make him worth ten thou- 
ſand Piſtoles to-morrow. 
During this laft Scene — Pedro and Ter. appear at 
the Stage Door, — and Biancha beckens them to go 
croſs ; they make ſeveral Attempts, but turn 
back for Fear of being ſeen. At laſt they creep off 
undiſcover'd.) 
Bian. I can bear the Villain's Sight no longer. 
| (Biancha follows Ter. and Pedro.) 
Man. Here's my Hand. What's paſt ſhall be forgot. 
What fay'ft thou, Aquilina, to a Husband ? 


Agqu. 


to me, that have been ſo faithful a Wife, ſo 


_— — 


che! 


Ve! 


dme Prieſt ſhall join your Hands immediately. 


| — To tell thee how, would be too tedious at preſent. 
However, to make thee Amends, I have prevail'd with 
my old Friend Don Manuel, to crown your Joys with 
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Au. Your Will was ever, Sir, a Law with me. 
Man, Why, then, let's ſend for the Gentleman, and 


Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Don Carlos, Sir, waits to ſpeak with you below. 
Ant. He comes in good Time; deſire him to walk up. 


Enter Carlos. 
Carlos, my Boy, come hither. I have wrong'd thee. 


Aquilina's Hand. 

Car. to Man. May I hope for ſo great a Bleſſing? 

Man. Take her, and may you both be happy 

Car. Is it poſſible? And can I call my Aguilina mine? 

Aqu. You ever had my Heart, my Carlos, and tis a 
double Pleaſure to have my Uncle's Approbation of my 
Love. 

Car. O, riſing Joy! — Henceforth let none deſpair. 
The Revolution of a Day may bring ſuch Turns as Hea- 
ven itſelf could fcarce have promis'd. 


AIR XIV. 


Car. Gentle Fortunes riſing Graces, 
Loft in Tranſport, I receive; 
And fince bleft in thy Embraces, 
All her former Frowns forgive. 
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Ant. Henceforwards, Carlos, I ſhall always look up. 
on you as my Son; and you, Aguilina, no longer as my 
Miſtreſs, but my Daughter. 

Man. My Wiſhes too attend you both; and as I've ng 
Children of my own, what I ſhall leave at my Deceaſe 
ſhall all be yours. — _. 

Car. How ſhallI repay this wondrous Goodneſs ? 

Aqu. This is a joyful Day indeed. 


Enter Biancha. 

Bian. T'veoverheard this lucky Turn in your Affair, 
(to Carlos) and wiſh your happy Union may for- ever laſt. 

M. A. C. And now, Madam, here only wants 3 
free Pardon for Antonio to complete our Joys. 

Ant, I will humble myſelf before my dear Spouſe, 
{falls on his Knees ) Forgive but this one raſh, indiſcreet 
Action, and I'Il never tranſgreſs again. — Behold, Bi- 
ancha, your penitent Tony on his Knees. 

M. C. A. Pray, Madam, be perſuaded. 

Bian. Upon your Intreaties, I forgive what's paſt. 

Am. Odd! you dear, tender hearted Rogue, this ſhall 
be my Wedding-Day too; and I will ſo tumble and kiſs 
thee : — But firſt we'll have a Dance — we'll ſhew the 
young Couple what we can do. — Here, Jaguiline, run, 
Sirrah, for the Fiddles. | | 

Man. We'll firſt in, and diſpatch the young Folks, 
and then conclude the Day with all the Joy ſo happy a 
Cataſtrophe deſerves. 


AIR 
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up. 
m 8 
; AIR theft 
0 Car. The Ship that has long on the Ocean been toft, 
1 And by the ſad Owners givn over for bft, 
Ts them ſafe returning leſs Pleaſure does give, 
Than I in my Dear Aquilina receive. 
Aqu. The Gameſter by Fortune depriv'd of his All, 
TY The one lucky Hit his loft Guineas recal, 
laſt A Stranger remains to that infinite Bliſs, 
yt Which, Dear Carlos, you give me in each tender 
Juſe, | | | 
reet Man. Among all the Virtues Men ought to embrace, 
Bi. Firm Conſtancy wears the moſt permanent Grace; 


And thoſe that are faithful, and conflant, will fond 
The Gods at the laft to their Wiſhes prove kind. 


ſnall Ant. Let ours then a Pattern of Conflancy be, 
kik to That all Irving Couples like us may agree. 
„the Bian. We forget, and forgive: — Ah! What Foy wou'd 


run enſue, | is 

; Cou'd our AUTHOR but find fuch Indulgence from [| 
ks, vou. ji 
yall Ve forget, &c.— (To the Audience.) 1 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Sir ToBy TesTY, Father to Valentine and Charlotte. 
Sir Paul PLiant, Father to Beaufort, Silvia, and 


| Olivia. | 
VALENTINN, Sir Toby's Son, privately Married to 
Silvia. 8 
Wogrh v, Valentine's Friend, in love with 
Capt. /BzaurorT, Real Son to Sir Paul, in love with 
Tiuorhx, Suppoſed Son to Sir Paul. 
PeparT, Tutor to Timothy. 
_ PLoTWELL, Valentine's Man. | 
SNAPSACK, Plotavell's Engine. 
WOMEN. 
SILVIA, Privately ET | 
married to Valentine. don to Sir Paul. h | 
OL1via, p | : | 
CHARLOTTE, Daughter to Sir Toby. | 
Lvcy, Silwia's Maid. 


\ BeTry, Olivia's Maid, 
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pn ACT I. SCENE I. ll 
vo WorTHY?'s Lodgings. | 


WorTnyY in his Night-Gown. 


Wonder Valentine comes not to his Ap- 
2 pointment ! How painfully the lazy 


*J S Expectation Expectation is the Pet of 

l " Lite in every Condition. The happy 

Man, in Expectation of {ome promiſed Bliſs, articipates 

his Joys, and mcets his Juno in a Cloud; the unfortunate, 

in Expectation of ſome ſad Event, ſits trembling at the 

falling Blow, and multiplies his Miſeries: It palls our 
Pleaſures, but our Pains it doubles. 


A | Enter 
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Enter Beaufort. : 


Beau. What ! at thy Soliloquies already this Morning, 
Worthy? But I cannot blame thee, I was at them two 


Hours ago myſelf : I find by daily Experience, that Soli. 
| tude to a Man in Love, is like Water to a Man in a Fe. 
ver, both equally defired, and equally baneful ; there- 
fore, prithee follow my Example; dreſs and abroad; 
and if you muſt think of your Miſtreſs, do it o'er the 


; ſparkling Glaſs, and never whine and pine by thyſelf | 


thus, like a Dog in an empty Buttery. 

Wor. Why, with what Aſſurance canſt thou put on 
this Air of Gaiety ? Haſt thou forgot the Figure thou mad'ſt 
thyſelf the other Morning, when Valentine and I caught 
thee walking up and down thy Chamber bare-headed, in 
thy Night-Gown, one Stocking on, and the other off; 


a Song half finiſh'd lying by on the Table; a Pinch of 


Snuff in one Hand, and in the other, the diſtreſsful Tale 
of Argalus and Parthenia ? 

Beau. And now IT think I am even with you. — Poor 
Worthy ! I pity thee with all my Heart. What! Is not 


Olivia kind? Why, thou look'ſt as demure and penſive, 


as an old Woman at a Conventicle; and as ſour, and ill. 
natur'd, as that original Tub-Preacher Diogenes. Whe- 
ther you ſtand or walk, tis in a puny, ſighing Poſture, 
with your Arms a-croſs, like Squire Slender, in the Aſer- 
ry Wives of Windſor. Thou look'ſt as if thou had'ſt not 
eat this Twelvemonth, and as meagre, and as Chap-fall'n, 
as the Knight of the woful Countenance. Thou wer't 
wont, when thou laugh'dſt, to crow like a Cock, to vie 
in Gaiety with Sir Harry Wildair ; never to faſt, but 
preſently after Dinner 7 and if thou wer't ever melancho- 
lic, twas for Want of Money, In ſhort — 


Enter 
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Enter Valentine. 

Val. Good morrow, Gentlemen. Nay, let me not di- 
vert your Purpoſe, good Captain; I heard you holding 
forth moſt powerfully, and all for Worthy's Edification. 

Beau. I confeſs I meant it well; but he takes whol- 
ſome Advice, as moſt Sinners do, very rd z I've 
little Hopes of him. 

Wor. Dear Valentine, thou com'ſt in Time to reſcue 
me; I was in Pain till I ſaw thee. Well! How ſtand 
Affairs? The Affairs of Matrimony ? Will peaceable 
Politicks ward off the Blow, or muſt Rebellion be the 
Word? 

Val. Oh Ned! I've flown upon the Wings of Joy, to 
tell thee Fortune ſmiles, and all the Day's our own. 

Wor. Is it poſſible ? 

Val. Poflible ! I tell thee Fortune and I are Friends, 
and from this Moment, I forgive her all my Torments 
paſt. A golden Proſpect lies before me, and endleſs 
Scenes of raviſhing Delight riſe to my View. All paſt 
and preſent is loſt in that which is to come, in rich Ideas 
of eternal Love, and mighty Joys yet undiſcover'd, and un- 
taſted, in the Arms of Silvia: Our Story ſhall be Admi- 
ration and Example to Poſterity; and Ages yet unborn, 
ſhall tell the Joys, and the Diſtreſs, the Hopes, and Fears; 
and praiſe in each the Love, and Conſtancy of Valen- 
tine and Silvia. 

Wor. And Worthy and Olivia! Ha! muſt it not be 
ſo? 

Val. Oh! thine will be a flat, infipid, matrimonial 
Scene, confin'd to Rules and Laws; the leaſt of which 
tranſpreſs'd, the beauteous Proſpect ceaſes, the pretty Sy- 
metry we ſo admir'd, is confus'd ; and * but Defor- 
mity enſues, 


We. 
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Mor. You make your Rule too general, Valentine. 
Matrimony is a Coat that ſits with different Airs, on dif 
ferent Shapes: The fineſt Dreſs in the World will never 
make the Deform'd beautiful; nor the meaneſt, make 
the Beautiful deform'd. Matrimony is like a well-dif- 
pos'd Landskip, where Woods and Groves appear in all 
the Pride of Spring: The limpid Streams wind here 
and there, and ſeem to murmur as they run, and every 
Thing combines to make a perfect Harmony. The love- 
ly Paradiſe chears all the feather'd Choir: They ſeem en- 
amour'd with their Station, and ſenſible of their happy Lot, 
hop prettily from Bough to Bough, and expreſs their Sa- 


tisfaction in their Songs; while Lyons, Tygers, and the 
Beaſts of Prey, regardleſs of the beauteous Scene, inſen- 


ſible to all the Harmony of Nature, run growling thro? 
the Woods, intent alone on Blood and Rapine : Every 
Thing is not the ſame to every one: What I believe 
would make me the happieſt of my Sex, might poſſibly 


make a Wretch of you. 


Val. But Heav'n be prais'd, the Danger all is over; 
and I cannot but have too great a Senſe of my own for- 
tunate Deliverance, to ſtand indolent and carelefs on the 
Shore, and ſee my Friend periſh in the Storm that Pve 
eſcap'd, and not do my beſt to fave him. Oh! Nea, 
take thy Friend's Advice, and avoid Matrimony ; it dulls 
the Edge and Appetite of Love. Confinement and Re- 
ſtraint make ta Priſon of a Palace; and forc'd Obedi- 
ence prompts a Exgliſman as naturally to rebel, as the 
Noiſe of a Fidc le = my Lord Tiptes to dance. The 
God of Love has therefore wiſely choſe to rule o'er ge- 
nerous, unſuſpecting Subjects, ſuch as dare truſt their 
Prince without a Magna Charta for their Liberties ; 


He diſdains the formal Obligations of the Marriage 


Vow; 


3 
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Vow ; 'tis a dull Clog upon his Prerogative, and looks 
like an Original Contract. 

Wor. Prithee ceaſe thy Railing ; it never makes a 
Convert, and I am Proof againſt Conviction any Way. 
But pray, go on, and tell me what happy Accident has 
wrought this Change, and laid Foundation for all the 
Happineſs you talk of. 

Val. Well! I ſee good Counſel's thrown away upon 
thee ; but prithee remember, I have done the Part of a 
Friend; and when the Yoke begins to gall and wring, 
don't kick, and winch, and whine, and ſay, you had not 
fair Warning giv'n you. But to the Purpoſe. Laſt 
Night the Lady Lurewel! gave a Ball, where, according 
to her ſplendid Cuſtom, all was Magnificence and Gal- 
lantry : The Room of Entertainment was adorn'd with 
wondrous Art, e d by a thouſand various Poſies, fra- 
grant and beautiful as the firſt Spring of Paradiſe : The 
ſprightly Muſick raviſh'd every Ear, and gladden'd eve - 
ry Heart; all Things conſpir'd to give a rich Satiety to 
every Senſe ; and leaſt the Vigour of each Senſe ſhould 
not ſuffice for its Enjoyment, ever and anon the cluſter'd 
Grapes of Burgundy afforded Spirits for Refreſhment ; 
but ſo full and fine a Company I hardly ever ſaw before: 
Beauty appear'd in all its gay Variety, and ſtrove to out- 
do itſelf, Silvia was there; myſelf was alſo an invited 
Gueſt; when in the Midſt of all our Mirth and Jollity, 
unexpectedly appears my Father; and in a moſt particu- 
lar Gaiety of Temper, unknown in him before, after, 
many formal Apologies for his Intrufion, and Excuſes 
drawn from the Occaſion, fairly invites all the honour'd 
Aſſembly to grace his Son Valentine's Wedding with Sir 
Paul Pliant's Daughter, as this Day. 
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Mor. How! To-day? O fay, what Angel has pre- 
vented it? Or is it ſtill to be, and com'ft thou now Cin- 
ſult me on the curs'd Occaſion ? 

Val. Have Patience, if tis poſſible, and hear me out. 
Not only my Father's Speech, and the Manner of it, but 
ev'nthe Subject itſelf (of which before I had not the leaſt 
1 was ſo ſurpriſing to me, that of a ſudden, I 

ſeem'd depriv'd of Life and Motion, and I believe was 


the Jeſt of the Company for my Pains; but all were ſoon 


ſurpriz'd; for hearing what had paſt, poor Silvia ſwoon- 
ed: Judge then the Hurry and Confuſion of my Soul: 
careleſs of my Father's Preſence, and of the hundred 


Eyes that gaz d and wondred at the Scene; thoughtleſs of 


every Thing but Love and Silvia, I ran and caught her 
in my Arms, and cry'd, my charming Silvia! Oh! 
whither would thy fearful Spirits fly? ive and bleſs 


me, or J periſh too. With much ado ſhe was recover d, 


when I took Leave of the Company, waited on her home, 
and left the old Man to go his Way, and chew the Cul 
by himſelf. 

For. You've ſeen him fince, I preſume, 

Val. No: Though I have neither purpoſely avoided, 
nor ſought him, Fortune has not yet flung me in his 
Way. 

Wor. How know you then that this Accident has 
had the good Effect you boaſt of? 

Val. Oh! very well; you may be ſure that. Goſſip 
Fame was very indufizions | in her Calling upon this Occa- 
fion ; beſides, my Lady Tattle was there and ſaw it all, 
who, I hear, immediately made ſome Pretence of leav- 
ing the Company, and fo tir'd her Coach-horſes before 
ſhe could finiſh her Buſineſs, that they had much ado to 
draw her home. Among the Reſt of her Acquaintance, 


ſhe made a Viſit to Sir Paul himſelf; and this Morning, 


wa, ds hays 
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as my Man Platcvell tells me, he has made my Father an 
early Viſit; ſeem'd as full of ponderous Cogitation, deep 
Concern, and wondrous Perturbation of Mind, as if the 
Turks had raviſh'd the Lady of Loretto, and Stocks in Ex- 
change-Alley had fallen 10 per Cent. upon the News ; and 
after ſome ſhort Diſcourſe, wherein warm Words were 
over-heard, he went his Way, and preſently a Whiſper 
run thro' all the Family that the Match was quite broke 
off; and now I hope you are of the ſame Opinion. 


Wor. I wiſh it may prove ſo; but methinks all the 


Towers of Joy, and Caſtles of Aſſurance you have built, 
have their Foundation only in Probability. 


Val. Prithee what's the Matter with thee to-day, that 


thou art ſo much upon croſs Purpoſes ? Thou wilt neither 
follow good Advice, nor believe good News. However, 
a Turn tow'rds Sir Paul's will give you full SatisfaQtion. 

Wor. No, thou know'ſt I dare not be ſeen there my- 
ſelf; but your Man Plotauell may have free Acceſs, and 
unſuſpected fift out the Truth of all. 

Val. Agreed. But I have News for you Captain, 
not altogether ſo welcome. 

Beau, That Charktte frowns ? That the dear charm- 
ing Maid's inſenſible of Love, careleſs of all my Pains, 
and deaf to all my Prayers? I know it well, you can 
have nothing worſe to tell me. 

Val. That's more than you know; at leaſt methinks 
you might have Patience to hear whether I have or no 

Beau. Oh! I have worn her cruel Fetters long; unpi- 
tied ſigh'd, and told my Sufferings to a relentleſs Heart; 
can any Thing be worſe than this ? 

Val. You ſhall judge: Sir Paul has receiv'd Advice of 
his Son Timothy's Arrival from Holland, and expects him 
in Town this Morning. You know the Old Man's De- 
ſign of matching him to my Siſter, as ſoon as he ar- 


rives 
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rives, which in all Probability they'll put in Execution 
otwithſtanding my Match is broke off: Therefore now 
you're aware of the Danger, you had beſt endeavour to 


prevent a Surprize. 
Beau. I thank you for the Advice with all my Heart; 


but what can I do of myſelf? Oh! could I hope 
Val. Ha, ha, he! poor Beaufort, you are a fine Mai- 

ter indeed, to correct in Worthy what wants the ſame 

Correction in yourſelf. .. But, Faith, you Lovers are 


all of a Piece, all guilty of the ſame Failings; and yet 


Nobody more apt to find fault with you than yourſelves 
are with one another. 
Beau. Prithee, what would'ſt thou have me do? 


Val. Do? why carry on the Siege like a Soldier; thou 
canſt not expect the Town ſhould ſurrender upon the firſt 
Summons. Methinks, Captain, you ſhould underſtand theſe 


better ; there are regular Approaches and Batte- 


ries, Mines and Countermines, Conduct and Courage, 


requiſite in Love, as well as War; an humble, awful, 
obſequious Diſtance ne'er will do: Come, come, follow 
my Advice, and I'll warrant you we'll thaw this frozen 
Fair. But in the mean Time ſomething muſt be done to 
prevent the impending Danger of Sir Paul's Son. 

Beau. Where's your Man Plotavell, Valentine? That's 
a ſhrewd intriguing Varlet, and might be ſerviceable in 
this Buſineſs. 

Val. I'll ſend him to you, he's at both your Services, 
Gentlemen. 

Beau. and Wor. We thank you Sir. 

Val. In the mean Time I'm engag'd to make poor 
Silvia a Viſit. Adieu Gentlemen. 

Wor. Farewel. 

Beau. Fortune aſſiſt us all. (Exeunt.) 


SCENE 


the Forcr of Love, © 13 
Sc * Ex Sir Toby's Houſe, 


Enter Sir Toby alone. 

Sir To. Why! what a fly young Dog is this Son of 
mine, to keep a Whore all this while and nobody ever 
miſtruſt any Thing of the Matter! And what a fine Ket- 
tle of Fiſh he has made of it. Here's all untwifted! Old 
Pliant in a Huff, the Match broke off, my Wedding- 
Gueſts to be diſappointed, and myſelf to be pointed at for 
an old Fool into the Bargain. But if I don't fit him, 
ſay my Name's not Joby; I'll find out Ways 'ſhall cool 
his Courage as well as ACTS Pl warrant him, 


Enter Plotwell, Sir Toby and he not ſeeing one another.” 


Plot. Now if this ſhould be but a Feint of the old 
Fellow's? 

Sir To. If I ſhould now nA fall foul on 
him about this Buſineſs, I know the Rogue will have a 
hundred Evaſions ready to excuſe himſelf, and lay the 
Blame upon Sir Paul's cauſeleſs Jealouſy, and the like. 
But let me ſee won * 

Pht. To ſuffer ſuch a Belief to ſpread, as if he Match 
was broke off, ſo to lead my Maſter into a Fool's Para- 
diſe, and then trap him like a Woodcock, before he 
knows where he is, or can hy any Plot to anderiing 
ANTE ents 

Sir To. What if I ſhould diſguiſe the Matter a lite, 
and carry Things on ſtill as if the Wedding went for- 
ward ? Then when the Dog thinks all's in earneſt, ſees 
himſelf driven to the laſt Puſh, and that Shifts will no 
longer ſave him; then I ſay, 4 he ſhould ſneak, and 

er- 
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refuſe to commit Matrimony at laſt, (as I take it for 


granted he will, by what I heard him ſay to my Lady in 


her Fits laſt Night) the Fault will lie all at his own 
Door ; and og I'll teach him a Love-Leſſon with a 
Horse Por to him. 
Plat. He's a cunning old Sophiſter, Faith. 

Sir To. I hear Sir Paul's Son Tim is come home too 

He has no Reaſon to fly from that Bargain, tho' he may 
from this. But now I think on't, rather than fail, P11 
ſettle all my Eſtate upon Sir Pauls Son Tim with my 


Daughter, and be reveng'd upon my ungracidus Dog 


that Way. 

Plat. A damn'd long-headed old Fellow ! ——- 
Sir To. But hold, here's my R ogue's Rogue , — he's 
| batching no Good I'll be wem =— You, Sirrah. — 

(To Ph.) 

Plat. Afide.) Talk of the Devil and his Horns appear. 
life the old Fellow's upon me before I was aware of 

Sir To. Plotavell! 
©  Pht. Holo! Who are vou ? Pretending not to know 

of him. 
Sir To. Come hither, Sirrah. a 
Plat. What would the old Prig have? 
Sir To. What's that you mutter? 
Plat. About what, Sir ? 

Sir Tp. What! Your Rogueſhip knows nothing of the 
Matter now I warrant you. — My Son keeps a Whore, 
and the Town rings on't. 

Pla. The Town's mighty well employ'd, Faith. 

Sir Toa. Do you mind what I ſay, or not, Sirrah. 

Flu. Oh! "=! Word Sir. 


=o ww aw hy 
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' Sir To. ironically.) But now to pry buſily into theſe 
weighty Secrets and Intrigues, will look rigid and im- 
pertinent in a Father. —— What's paſt I ſhall forget; 
for the Truth on't is, I have giv'n Way to his Youth, 


tet him indulge his Extravagancies, and ſow his wild 
Oats without Controul : But *tis high Time now for 


Aim to put on graver Airs, and purſue more ſolid, and 
ſubſtantial Pleaſures ; therefore I beg the Favour of you, 
ood Mr. Phtwell; ſince I know no fitter Man in the 
World for the Bafineſs, that you'll pleaſe to uſe your In- 
tereſt, and perſuade him to take up and reform. 

Plot. My ſhallow Noddle, Sir, can't comprehend the 
Drift of all this. | 

Sir To. I know theſe roving, wenching Fellows, have 
more Qualms at the Sound of Matrimony, than an old 


. 


Puritan at the Hum of an Organ, or Sight of a Chhriſt- 


mas- Pye. 


Pit. So People ſay indeed. 


Sir To. And as Rogues moſt commonly are their Pri- 
vy-Counſellors, ſo they moſt commonly take Advantage 
of their blind Sides. | 

Plot. Faith, Sir, I'm ſtill in the Dark. 

Sir To. In the Dark, ha! 

Pint. Aye, Dark, Sir; I am plain, downright, he- 


neſt Tom Plotwell, for my Part, and don't underſtand your 


Worſhip's figurative Way of ſpeaking, not I Sir. 

Sir To. What then, nothing butplain Engliſh will pe- 
netrate your Numſcull, ha ? e 

Pht. Nothing elſe Sir, indeed. 

Sir To. Why then, hear me, Sirrah : If I catch your 
politick Brains at work To- day, or making the leaſt At- 
tempt tow'rds defeating my Deſigns,. and diſappointing 
my Son's Wedding; you ſhall find to your Coſt, that you. 
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are making a Laſh for your own Back. Bridewell ſhall 
be your Portion; there beat Hemp, and be hang'd ; and 
if ever thou com'ſt out but to be hang'd, I'll beat Hemp, 
and hang for you, —<—©J I this plain Exgliſß Sir? 
Is your weak Capacity able to 3 the Mean- 
ang of this, ha ? 
Ph. Fair and ſoftly goes far, Sir ; ; threatned Folks 
. long. 
Sir To. Rogue, do you jeer me too? But take fair 
Warning, and keep your Neck out of the Collar ; for if 
I catch it in the Nooſe, I'll make thee an Example to 
all the politick, pimping, pick-thank Rogues in the 
Kingdom, you Dog, you. (Exit Sir Tob. ) 
Put. ſolus.) Why faith, my very good Friend Plot- 
well, thou muſt look out ſharp, and behave thyſelf like 
a ſage, politick Varlet; for hang me, but the Old Put's 
in earneſt ; all our Caſtles are built in the Air, and Ma- 
trimony 15 the Word at laſt ; and if I can't outwit him, ei- 
ther I ſhall be hang'd, or my young Maſter married, 
and that (God knows) will be the utter undoing of one of 
us. I'm in a deviliſh Quandary, methinks, whether I 
had beſt plot forthe Son, or wheedle in with the Father. 
'Tis bad eithar Way: If I forfake my Maſter Valentine, 
and he in Grief of Heart ſhou u truſs himſelf up, and 1 
ſhould find him like a romantick and deſpairing Lover, 
pendant on a Willow, by a purling Stream, his Death 
will moſt certainly lie at my Door z and if I am catch'd 
in his Intereſt, the old Gentleman will be as good as his 
Word, and fo I ſhall be acceſſary to my own ;. and *twill 
be a plaguy hard Matter to bubble him. But then again, 
my Honour forbids that I ſhould forſake my Maſter in 
his Diſtreſs. Well then, I am reſolv'd it never ſhall be 
laid, but that Platwell is a —_ of Honour, 9 in 
pite 
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Spite of Bridewel], the Gallows, old Toby and all, my 
Maſter Valentine ſhall find me ſound. and true-hearted to 
the laſt, —— Let me ſee. . Then, here has my wiſe 
Maſter, by the irreſiſtible Force of his natural Parts, 
begotten a Chopping Boy upon the Body of Mrs. Silvia; 
if this ſhould come to thewld Man's Ears *twould make 
fine Work indeed. But upon ſecond Thoughts, I 
don't know but Something may be made ev'n of this to 
our Advantage, if I can perſuade 'em to leave. Matters to 
my prudent Management. But firſt and foremoſt, I'll 
een purſue my Deſign of viſiting Sir Paul, and ſpy 


how the Land lies there; I'll find out the Truth and 


Bottom of all the Secret, I warrant em. (Exit Plot.) 


» 3 


SCENE Silvia's Lodgings. 


Enter Valentine, Silvia, and Maid. | 

Val. Now, S:fvia, I have told — and now T 
hope thou'rt ſatisfied. | 

Silky. Yet ftill methinks I fear — nds. ain dare 
not truſt my Fortune. ,#** if 

Val. Oh! ceaſe my Silvia thy unkind Complainings ; 
let Love's Goddeſs with all her Train of Charms and 
Graces dance in thy Eyes, and triumph in thy Heart; all 
vain and groundleſs a are thy Fears; let not a gloomy 
Thought o' er- cloud the Morning of our Joys, that dawns 
ſo gaily on us ; wipe all theſe Drops of Sorrow from 
thy Eyes, and let em look ſprightly and piercing as when 
Tfaw thee firſt ; whenas I oft by Stealth would viſit thee 
in thy religious Cell, they ſhot their Beams ev'n thro? 
the Hours of Night, and ſilently inform'd me that thy: 


Heart was mine ; thatall thy Joys, thy Thoughts, the- 
utmoſt Wiſhes of thy Soul, and ev'n thy Religion too, 


were allcompris d in Love and Valentine. © 
C 3 di 
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Silv. Oh, Yalentine! J could for-ever hear thee talks, 
for-ever feaſt my Thoughts on the dear Hours we've paſt 
together, onall the kind Diſcourſe, on all. the ſweet Va- 
riety of ſoft Endearments with which we have oft be- 
guil'd the tedious Hours away. But why do I call em 
tedious, ungrateful as I am to Love and thee ? Time till 
was on the Wing, and flew too faſt ; whole Nights 
feem'd Moments while you talk'd of Love. Pardon me 
then Valentine, if when my timorous Soul has been a- 
larm'd with Apprehenſions that all the Summer of our 
Love is paſt, that we muſt ſtruggle with our adverſe Fate, 
and ſtand the Shock of a relentleſs Father's Frowns; that 
when I'm conſcious to myſelf of being the wretched 
Cauſe of all this Ruin, my Senſes ficken at the Thought, 
my Frame's diſſolved, and all the Powers of my trem- 
bling Soul confounded. 

Val. Kind Silvia! I cannot bear to hear this from 
thee : By Heaven! it is too much, 'tis all a needleſs 
Scene of Melancholy, anticipated Sorrow ; relieve thy 
Eyes with a more pleaſing Proſpect, look back on all our 
| thouſand happy Moments paſt, and forward on ten 
thouſand Joys to come: Think on the happy Hour 
wherein the Prieſt perform'd the Sacred Rites ;. when at 
the Altar our kind Hands were joined, and ſwore eter- 
nal Conſtaney and mutual Love: My Heart ſeems 
cheer'd with the dear Secret. 
Silv. There ſprung the Mine that ſhocks my Quiet! 
Miſtake me not, dear Valentine, nor think J am inſenſi- 
ble of all the Joys I owe to that bleſs'd Hour, but —— 


tis a Secret. (did yau not ſay a Secret?) which if 


preſerv'd, your Father may think all ke has diſcover'd 


but a youthful Sally, may pardon it, and we be happy 


Kill; * all my Thoughts ſo center in thyſelf, that I'm 


ren 


t Keds Vous 
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regardleſs of the empty Prattle of cenſorious Tongues, in 
my own Innocence ſecure; but if betray'd; we're loſt. . 

Val. It ne'er can be betray'd; theſe Lips have ever 
lock'd it faſt, kept it in Reſerve, a private Store of inex- 


hauſted Comfort to entertain my ſickly Thoughts when 1 


am abſent from thee. I do conjure thee then by that 
important Secret, by that pretty, ſmiling, infant Pledge 
of Love between us, ſweet as his Mother's ſelf ; by every- 
Tye I do conjure thee, Silvia, ceaſe all thy Scruples, 
and diſpel thy Fears. 

Silv. Thy Tongue ean charm amidſt a thouſand Ser- 
rows, and thy Arms have Shelter in a Sea of Dangers. 

Val. Doubt it not, Siluia. 

Silv. I cannot doubt it. 

Val. Then for this Time, farewel, while I go fling 
- myſelf in my Father's Way, face him, and fee how 
temperately he bears his Diſappointment. 

Silv. Adieu! remember Silvia. 


Silv. to Lucy. Oh Lucy! Is he not all engaging? Is 
he not all over Charms? his Tongue all Muſick, and 
his Eyes all Love? Was I to blame to love him? 

Lucy. Indeed, Madam, can 2 * yau of all 
„Blame. 

Sil. Vet IT have been to him to blame to liſten ta 
his charming Voice: As ſafely ſure I might have heark- 
ened to the falſe Manas Moan, or heard the Syren ſing 3 
but oh! tis paſt. - Nor ſhall I ever ceaſe while Life ſhall 
laſt, to doat upon the Tempter that undid me ; ſtill love 
the Spoiler, yet bewail the Ruin. ( Weeps: ) 

Lucy. Madam, I've often ſeen you ſorrowful, and 
weep for yqur Misfortunes, but never (fave in-broken 
Parts) have heard their Cauſe; may I be ſo boldto. ask the 


( Exit Valentine. 


Story of your Griefs.? Sik. 
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Silv. Ves, Lucy, thou ſhalt know it all. Tis ſome 


| Alleviation to a Wretch's Burthen to tell his mournful 


Story to a compaſſionate and faithful Friend, who will ſit 
attentive by, hearken to his Tale, and ſooth his Pains 
with Pity. — You muſt.know then, that the miſerable 
Silvia is Daughter to the Chevalier de Boureau, a Knight 
of France, the once happy Lord of fair Demeaſnes, with- 
in the Province of Languedoc, who, (tis now fifteen Sum- 


mers paſt) having the Misfortune in a Quarrel to kill a 


a Nobleman of that Kingdom, was forc'd to fly to fave 
his Life, leaving his large Eſtate and Fortunes a Forfeit 
to the Law. My Mother died immediately with Grief, 
J had a Brother and a Siſter, whom my Father carried 
with him, the Companions of his Flight ;- whither, Hea- 


ven knows, for I have neither ſeen or heard of either 


fince : Myſelf he left to the Diſpoſal of an Uncle, who 
provided for me in a religious Houſe. There Yalentine 
being on his Travels, firſt ſaw, and ſaid he lov'd me; 
ſome unſeen Power then firſt taught me to love, and oft 
by Stealth he was admitted, and the filent Night was 
Witneſs to our Vows; and Oh! let the bright Moon and 
all the glorious Train of Stars repeat the harmonious 
Sounds that charm'd my Ears, to be match'd only by the 


Muſick of their Spheres ; or let the Charmer's ſelf relate 


the Tale. No earthly Tongue but Valentine's can tell 


the Charms of Valentine. But Oh it ruin'd me; took | 


all my Senſes captive, and drew my 'Thoughts from Hea- 
ven to taſte of worldly Joys. And thus by his Per- 
ſuaſions, I contriv'd the Means for my Eſcape from the 
Monaſtery, and fled hither with him : The Reſt thou 
know'ſt already. 


Lucy, Your Fortune, Madan, is adventurous and 
ſtrange, but not methinks to be lamented, ſince all good 


Qualt 


=s 09 /- 
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Qualities that can enrich the Nuptial Tye, all that can 
grace a Man, or can endear a Husband, and "make him 
worthy of a Woman's Love, do meet in Valentine. 

Silv. Oh! thou miſtak'ſt my Meaning Lucy; far, far 
be't from me to blame the guiltleſs Valentine, the Guilt 
is all my own, and 'twere but juſt, that I alone ſhould 
pay the Forfeit to offended Heaven ; but alas! my me- 
lancholy Hours ſuggeſt a thouſand diſmal Apprehenſions 3 
Misfortunes ſeem to preſs upon me like divine Vengeance 


for my broken Vows of Chaſtity ; and like a ſinking 


Wretch, J hold faſt Valentine, and draw him too into 
the fatal Gulph. 


Lucy. Indeed, Madam, methinks you indulge Grief 
too much, nay, Grief imaginary too : you feel all the 


Pain e' er the Blow be ſtruck. 


So auben by Tempeſts Mariners are toft, 

Deſpair's in every Face, and all em I 1 

But watchful Providence at laft appear, 
And ſafe to Port the laÞ ring Vegel fleers, © 
The frighted Crew view trembling um the Shors 
Their Dangers paſt, and hear the Billows roar 3 
And when the Storm is o'er, and calm the Main, 


Tit ſcarce dare venture out, or truſt her Smiles again 
We End ef the feb AF, 
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IT. 


Like thy Scheme well, Platavell; 
but haſt thou inſtructed Srapſack 
in his Part? Is he perfect? 

i | > Plot. I'll warrant you Sir, let me 
lene for * Fre giv'n him his Inſtructions, and he's 
by this Time at his Poſt by the Water ſide, waiting for 
their landing. 

Beau. 15. well: Succeſs attend thee. (Exit Beaufort. 
Pht. Faith, Phtwell, thou art all of a ſudden be- 
come a Man of great Buſineſs. I find myſelf a Man of 


mighty Conſequence among my Acquaintance : Were it 


not for me now, what a Number of fine Gentlemen and 
Ladies would be loſt? Loſt beyond the Cure of Cham- 
_—_— Hartſhorn.Were it not for me,this gayCaptain 


r. Worthy, and my Maſter, muſt quickly take up their | 
Lodgings either at the South Side of Moor-fields, or Ken- 


Angton Gravel-Pits; Mrs. Silvia muſt either turn Nun 
again, or die of the Vapours ; Mrs. Charlotte and Olivia 
turn Whores, or die of the Pip. Bleſs me! Sure I'm 


Pe 


born to be a great Man. But no more, Time's pre- 


ciqus. 
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SNR, Billingſgate. 
Pedant and Timothy Juſt bs landed, watch'd at a Diftance 7 


Ped. Happy be 92 as the old Saying is, 
Thus are we landed on the welcome Shore. 


To ſtick cloſe to my old Friend Dryden's Skirts, a moſt 
incomparable Poet, whom I've a World of Reſpect for, 


Well! Mr. Timothy, but how do you like your * 
What think you of the Sea now ? 


* Tim. Why, Tutor, I've been ruminating and rumi- 
nating upon the Nature of the Sea, and all to no Purpoſe. 


However, I here excommunicate it by Bell, Book and 


Candle ; for the Devil a bit will I ever have to do with 
it again; it quite ruins us Men of Parts to all Intents and 
Purpoſes. The Deuce a Joke cou'd this prolifick Brain 
of mine furniſh me with all the Storm. But at Land I 
uſed to have em at my Tongue's End, whether I would 
or no: Why, never ſtir, but I was dubbed Joke-Maſter- 
General of Retterdam. 

Ped. Well, chear up Child, however: You fee, . 
a Storm comes a Calm: And we may op with the Poet, 


Thro < Various Hazard; and Ewents we move, 
To Latium, and the Realms foredoom'd by Jove. 


ith ſeveral other wiſe Sayings of the Antients to the 
ſame Purpoſe. . 

\ Tim, Ay, thoſe Antients were a wife Nation: But I 
Froteſt Tutor I can't put the Storm out of my Head ; I 
was never afraid of any thing ſo much in my Life, as that 
Lhould have been toſt up to the Skies before my Time. 

Ped. 
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— Ay .—7 Head v alyt on ridgy Waves we rode; 
28 che Poet hath it again. 


Snapſack Comes  farward. 


Snap. Gentlemen, an old Acquaintance of yours 
meaning myſelf, welcomes you home to Ol England! 
and is heartily glad to ſee you here again alive and well. 
Perhaps, Gentlemen, you may not ſo perfectly remember} } 
me in this Habit of a Soldier ? j 

Tim. You are not much miſtaken, Friend, I believe. ] 

Peg. That is to ſay, Rem acu tetigiſti, as the Saying 
5, 

Snap. But I remember you very well, and ever ſhall, 
T have been mighty intimate with Sir Paul Phat, vou „ 
Father, ever ſince he was ſo kind as to let me lodge ni Wi 
his Houſe after I came from Travel. 

Ped. Why really Sir, you have an admirable good 
Memory : You have learnt the Art, I believe, which; 
by Cicero's Teſtimony, Simonides was ſo well verſed in. 

Tim. I proteſt I know no more of this Fellow, than o 
the Man in the Moon; but egad Þ ll banter him, to get 
my Hand in a little before I go home, that my Father 
may ſee how I have-improv'd my Wit in my Travels — 


Hark'ye Friend! What are your Clothes gone a travel. 15 
ling too? Ha! ha! he! "a 


Snap. J am but juſt arriv'd from the Camp before Bel 
grade; I han't had Time to charge them; for as ſoon a 
ever I h:d upon my Return paid my Reſpects to you! 
good Father, and underſtood from him that you were 
hourly expected, I could not reſt till I ſaw you, and 
waited here for your Landing accordingly. 


ap 
Tim, 


ode } 


re Bel. 
ſoon 3 
o your 
u were 
u, and 


Tim, 
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- Tim. Really, your Clothes are but in a ragged Condi- 
tion: What did they run away from their Colours? Did 
they ſhew a Back for't ? Your Back I mean, Friend. 
Snap. Oh! Sir, I'm heartily glad you'll condefcend 


to make fo free with me. It's a very good Jeſt indeed 


Sir; ha! ha! ha! I ſee you han't loſt your old Talent. 

Tim. Oh ! ho; I find he's acquainted with my Parts of 
old; egad I like him mightily, and won't be arch upon 
him any longer, ſo I won't. But a very good Jeſt faith 
that of mine. Did they ſhew a Back for't, quoth l. 
I won't write it down before a Stranger, but Pl] RG 
it by and by. 

Snap. Theſe Slaſhes that you fee Gentlemen, were all 
done by the Point of the Sword. My Hat likewiſe, ſee 
what Havock the Battering Rams have made in't. Don't 
I offend you with the Smell of Gunpowder? 

Ped. Oh! not at all Sir. Now have I quite and 
clean forgot this Gentleman; I'm aſham'd I ſhould be fa 
forgetful of an old Acquaintance: However, that he 
ſhan't think me proud, I'll pretend as if I knew him.—1 


don't know what to think of it But Amicus certus in 


re incertã cernitur.— My good old Friend, I'm glad 


to ſee you; welcome from the rough Muſick of the Wars. 


II hope you'll excuſe me if Time had in ſome Mea; 
ſure effac'd your Memory. Tempus edax rerum, as the 
Saying 1s. 

Snap. I find the old Fool's as good at ſcraping an Ac- 
quaintance as Iam. | ( Afide. 

Tim. But do you know him indeed, Tutor? let me 
know his Name pray ? 

Ped. His Name! Oh! ay! why his Name is it is, 
apize on't! *tis juſt at my Tongue's End. 

Snap. My Name is Snap/ack Sir. 

D Ped, 


— 
—— 
— 


— 


— - —_— — — > bs : = . _—_—— Ld 
_—_— r 
E 


— 
— 


33 — = 
oy 


- . 

- — . 
» 

ae 


- - 
n . Ky 


o —— 
I = * 


TIF Prawn war TYPE. oo oo —— >. 
es 


LAS 4 | $4. 
2 — pr 8 2 , — 
ccc 
e 1 


8 


80 
4 
4 
bl 
4 
4 
4 
* 
© 
4 
LY 
! 
. 
* 


— 


— — 


.. np EL 
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Ped. Right, ay, fo it is; but tis very range that we 


ſhould forget Things that we know as well as our own 


— Well Gentlemen, tis impoſſible for me to part 
with you, till we've all reviv'd our Memories with a 
mim. With all my Heart, ith ! long methinks for 
5 It will not be amiſs; Wine enlivens our Parts; 


and after that I'Il make a Copy of Verſes upon the Storm. 


Din. Tutor, I'm afraid, if you make Verſes after 
drinking pretty ſmartly, you'll find a Want of Feet; you 


know what I mean by Feet, Tutor; ha! ha! he! very 
well, I vow. I love myſelf moſt exorbitantly for that 


Witiciſm. Egad, I'm reſolw d I will ſet that Joke down 


in my Book, if twere before an hundred Strangers. 


Ed; 4 aus (Writes. 
Snap. 'There is a Gentleman, a Friend of mine, hard 
by, whoſe Cellar is always (I thank him) at my Service; 
there if you pleaſe I'll introduce ye. 
. Ped. With all my Heart; let us begone then. 7 pre, 
fequar. Lead the Way Sir, I'll follow you. {(Exeunt. 


scx, Sir Paul Pliant's, Olivia's Chamber. 


Olivia, Charlotte. 

Char. As I was ſaying, I think my Olivia will par- 
don my chearful bearing the Diſappointment of becoming 
Siſter to my Friend; when ſhe conſiders how ſtrong a 
Proof it is how much I value her Happineſs before my 
Own. : | | 


© | 1 


„ 


to you. 
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Okv. My deareſt Charlotte, thou K er 2 always kind, 

nor art thou now to learn how to forgive the Frailties of 
thy Friend; for well thou know'ſt my Heart, and every 
ſecret — my Soul. need ſay no more. 
But ſure the Name of Siſter nevercould improve my Love 
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Char. Well, well, iny Dear, never think or talk more 
of the Matter; all is as we wou'd have it, nay beyond 
Expectation ſo; but give me leave to ſay, that for my 
Brother's Sake, I wiſh ſome leſs ſevere Degree of Purga- 
tory, ſome milder ſofter Circumſtances had pav'd the 
Way to Happineſß. 

Ol. You're in the right 3 nay, I proteſt that I my- 
ſelf, in the midſt of all my good Fortune, have ſome ſe- 
cret Reſerve (I think) of — 3 I'm ſure, at leaſt, tis 
Pity for unhappy Silvia. Oh Charlotte! Sure it muſt 
be miſerable !=——to be ſo expoſed! 

Char. Oh! name it not, intolerable ! 

Okv. Then muſt ſhe be the Talk of every Company 
that ever heard the Name of Silvia; ſhe muſt bear the 
Rebukes of the Grave. 

Char. The Mirth of the Gay. 

Oliv. The Flouts of the Prude. 

Char. The Giggle of the Coquet. 

Oliv. The Impertinence of the Wits. 

Char. Scorn'd by the Men, and abandon'd by the 

Oliv. Star'd at by the Fools; and, which is worſt of 
all, pity'd by the Wiſe. Oh! what Woman can ſur- 
vive the Trial? Live to be pity'd! Oh the Reflection it 
produces in the Soul! to hear em tell how pretty Silvia 
was, recount her Beauty, Youth, each Charm, and every 

D 2 Grace > 


— — — —— 


6 2 n — — — — 2 
. ˙— . ̃ð⅛ . ̃⅛Üvu ated mn ne LS 


— — 


=. — - 
—— — is = TO 
PR. a 


r r — © 2 


1 = For, rem = x we 


* * * — 
2 12 os pl — —— — 


SS 


898 9 2 VR COW — 


- — ai * 
XTRA 


_ — 


as deyoutly as ſhe ſings Pſalms ? | 
Char. Your Reflection's juſt ; but enough of this; let | 


28 The PzxrxJurR'd DEvorys: Or, 


Grace; but give a Shrug at laſt, and cry what Pity tis 
he was a 


Char. Oh! fye my os name not the odious Word. 
Ov. A Word, in my Opinion, not always applied to 
proper Objects: The World is grown hypocritical, ill- 
natur'd, and cenſorious, and I am griev'd to ſee how j joy- 
fully we catch at every Opportunity to undo each other. 
The formal ſanctify'd Lady, that won't be ſeen out of her 
Place at Chapel one Day for fifty Pounds, yet ſeldom 
fails to meet a private Friend in the Way Home, to make 
Amends for the Neglect of a lazy Huſband; how greedily 
I fay will this Hypocrite take — of the unwary, 
undeſigning, generous Lover's Frailty, and 


poor Silvia and her Misfortunes reſt. How ſtand Affairs 
with Worthy ? I have fifty 2 to ask, and as many: 
Secrets to impart. 

Oliv. E'en as they did; I've long ſince own'd his Con- 
queſt, and nothing but Opportunity is wanting to inake- 
us one. 

Char. Pretty Turtles! ha! ha! ha! 

Oliv. Thou art a giddy Girl; but I muſt own I ſcorn 
the little Arts, the affected empty Levities, ſo many of 


our Sexes are fond of ; methinks they are below the Dig- | 


nity of human Nature, the're all Hypocriſy, and poor 


Diſguiſes; there is no more Mean between my Appro- | 


bation and Averſion, and why ſhould either be diſſembled? 
Char. Oh hideous ! I would not have Worthy hear thee 


for the World. Believe me, my Olivia, the Men are 


baſe and fickle, and muſt be dealt with at their own Wea- 


pons ; the moſt humble, loving, conſtant Creatures upon | 


Earth, If we can keep our Diſtance ; but if we give 'em 
Power 


call Whore 
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and Triumphs of the Libertirie ?. 


Merit from its Foil; not ſooth the Vanity of forward 


blam'd; what a long Fairy's Dance haſt thou led poor 


| he can bear it; how cam you be ſo unjuſt to him, ta 
Love, and to yourſelf ? 
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Power o'er us, Oh! how the Tyrants lord it, inſult our 
Weakneſs, and deſpiſe their Conqueſt. 

Ov. Oh! Charlotte, Charktte, to theſe Politicks, by 
which you would prevent, we owe thoſe Grievances you 
ſo complain of; we by our miſtaken Conduct teach Man- 
kind Ingratitude, provoke em to be falſe, and blame em 
then for being ſo. Come, come, my Dear, let me ad- 
viſe you to quit theſe falſe Notions, and let you and I. 
reform the Sex. 

Char. And would you then put off all Pride, that glo- 
rious Bulwark of a Woman's Honour, and expoſe the 
Weakneſs of our Sex to the Impertinence of the Fops, 
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Oliv. No; but I'd be diferectly proud ; diſtinguiſh 
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Fops with filly Coquetries, but in a Moment daſh their 
Hopes ; and when the Man of Honour, Senſe, and Con- 
ſtancy, ſuch as deſerv'd Regard, appear'd, and own'd his 
generous Paſſion, not play my little Artifices till I loſt 
his Heart, or taught it to degenerate from its native Can- 
dour, but meet his Love with Generoſity equal to his own, 

Char. Fye! fye! this is all romantick. 

Oliv. Thou canſt not bear to hear thy darling Follies 


Beaufort? And yet I know thou lov' him; I wonder 


Char. Well, no more of the dull Subject now; if your 
Tea be ready, let's in, and there if I'm in the Humour, 
In confeſs all the Secrets of my Heart, : 

Ov. With all my Heart. (Excunt. 


D 3 SCENE 
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SCENE Sir Toby's. 


Pedant, Tim. Snapſack, Plotwell in the Pantry drinking. 
Tim. Well, in ſhort, it was a terrible Storm as ever I 
was in in my Life; I ſhall never forget it as long as J 
live; Tm ſure I ſhall evermore have an Averſion to Wa · 
ter, and ſo my good Friend Srap/ack here's my. humble 
Service to you, ( Drinks. 
Plat. This Story of the Storm gives me a good Hint, 

and I ſhall put my Project in Execution preſently. 

(Pedant walls about, ſcanning Verſes on his Fingers. 
Tim. My poor Tutor and I thought never to have ſeen 
dry Land again; ſo we both pray'd, and confeſs'd all our 


| | Sins to one another; but between you and I, my Tutor 


has been a fad wicked Dog in his Time. 

Ped, Come, fill the Glaſs about Gentlemen ; wenn 
tis ſpirituous and edifying. 

Snap. My humble Service to you, Sir. 

Ped. I thank you, Sir, with all my Heart: Fill me 2 
Bumper. 

Plot. Come, Gentlemen, rother Bumper, and T'l! 
give you a Song. 

Plotwell ſings. | 

Tim. Very fine indeed! egad, I think I begin to be 
bouzy. Come my good Friends, one Bumper to your 
Healths, and then I'll go and ſurpriſe the old Knight my 


Father with my Wit. | - (Pranks. 
Timothy endeavours to imitate Plotwell's Song, and fall. 
aſleep into a Chair. 


_ Ped. Ha! Timothy! 
Hath gentle Sleep, with ſoft Oppreſſion, ſcix d 
Thy drowſed Senſe, — As the ſublime Milton hath it. 


Pix. 


Fil 


e Fon ew: of Love. 3r 


Phe. Mind your Cue, Snapſack. 

Ped. By Fupiter Ammon, my Pupil here has made his 
Exit. What will the old Knight fay to us when we come 
Home ? 

Snap. Come, come Sir, never N "in only wants a 
little Reſt after his Fatigue; he'll wake again by that 
Time we have taken other Bumper. | 

Ped. With all my Heart. 


Arms and the Man T fing ; who forc'd by Fate, 
And haughty Jano's unrelenting Hate, 


Fill about, fill about. 


ExpelÞd and exild left the Trojan Shore. 
Long Labours both by Sea and Land he bore. 


Ah! noble Virgil! charming Dryden ! Give me a 
Bumper. 
Arms and the Man Ting — (Drinks and falls Sar. 
Plot. Now, now's the Time; pull off that Coat of 
thine, Snap/ack ; they'll ne er know. thee again in thy 
Waiſtcoat. 80 now begin. 


Plotwell and Snapſack make a belhrwing. 
Heav'n have Mercy on us! What a Storm is here. 
Oh! Oh! Gentlemen, wake and to Pray'ts. 


Pedant and T imothy wake in a Fright. 

Tim. Oh Lord! a Storm, a Storm! Pray, Tutor, let's 
to Pray' rs. 
Ped. A Storm, ſay you? why as ſure as a Gun there 

is a Storm; it ſhakes the Ship ſo confoundedly I can 
ſcarce ſtand upon my Legs. 
Hark 
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Hart, how the Cables crack, the fearful Sailurs Crie- 
Aſcend; and ſable N 20 involves the Skies, | 


Hang me, if I hadn'tclearly forgot that we were a Ship. 
board. | 


The furious Winds the froeling * .. 


Snapſack auithin. 
Oho! all's loſt; we're undone; me ſplits, ſhe —_ 
all ſhift for themſelves. 


Ped. But fee ! propitious Stars do yet appear; 
There Pollux Hines, and fulgent Caſtor there, 
( Pointing to the Candhk. 


Tim. Pray Mr. Pilot how long have we to live? 
Pht. Scarce a Quarter of an Hour; we're utterly loſt. 
Tim, Alack a Day ! what ſhall I do? I ſhall certainly 


a” 


ſpue out of Fear. Well! I'm reſolv'd, if I am — 


drown'd this Time, Til never go another Voyage. Ah! 
Tutor, do but behold that great Wave there. | 


Ped. Ay, The felling Surges with a thund ring Roar, * 


 Driv? n en each other's Backs 0K the Shoar. 


* the Poet ſays. N | 

Tim. Well! I ſhall ar be ibis die I'm ſure ! — 
How wicked J have been in my Time! How often have 
I got drunk How many Whores! Alack a Day !--- 
But now I think on't, my Tutor has been as wicked a 
Dog as I, that's ſome Comfort till. So Tutor, een let's 
go'to Meyers together, 
Ped. 


Tet 
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Ped. With all my Heart. | 


O thrice and four Times 1 0 thoſe, | 
Who — Walli. yon their Parents 4's. 


. Maid. 

Maid. For God's-ſake, Phtwell, what's the Meaning 
of all this Noiſe? If my Maſter ſhould hear — 

Plot. Pox on thee for intruding ſo unſeaſonably ; get 
thee in about thy Buſineſs. conn  (Shoves ber in. 

Ped. Hah! Timothy, ſee there how a - 
ſtood cloſe to our Poop juſt now. 

Tim. No, no, *twas only a great Fiſh, . 

Ped. A Fiſh ! ſay you. 

| Tim. Ay, I'm ſure twas a Fiſh by her Voice. 


tom. 
Tim, Oh! pray don't talk of finking ; I can never 


bear it, I am ſure. What Shift ſhall I make? Dear 


Fiſh, don't eat me, for I'm my Father's only Son and 
Heir. 
Plat. Tl throw this Piſs-pot upon their Heads. ( Afide 


I Alack ! we fink &en now ; ſhe leaks, ſhe leaks, amain 


* (Throws the Piſ5pot un em, and lets 'em devm a Traps 
Doxr into the Cellar. © 

Run down into the Cellar, Suapſacl, and drink em a- 
| — Fcepagain 3 then all's ſafe: I'll be with you inſtantly. 
ave | Exit Snapſack. 
1... Fla! ha! he! I vow to God, a very comical Out uf the- 
12 2 this. : 
let's - ect 
= Snap. Pox on 'em, they're faſt enough already for one 
[4 


yelye Hours, I'll warrant em. Plate 


Snap. Ay, now ſhe's going, we're ſinking to the Bot- 


” 
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Plat. Tis very well; be within Call ; perhaps I may 

want thy Aſſiſtance agai 

Snap. You needv't fear me. '( Exit Snapſack- 


Fur. 1 proteſt I can ſcarce forbear laughing at my 
own Comedy ; and if hereafter, 


y Chance; ſane arch goetick Wag eſſay 

| On this t6 build the Madel of @ Play, 

The bum run Setnes tan never fail ts pleaſe, : 
Aud univerſal Mirth in e gay dudiatce reife. 
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curſe my Fortune. 


Matter as thou ſtood'ſt raving to thyſelf. But how comes 
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I'S well; my Stars have done 
cheir worſt ; and I defy em now. 
Poor Sia and muſt we own 
oy it then at laſt ? There is no other 

| & Way. — Sure he muſt melt, the 
unde! Heart muſt melt to ſee thy tender Beauties kneel- 
ing for Pardon ; he muſt be charm'd to hear the Muſick 
of thy Tongue, be proud to call thee Daughter, and bleſs 
me for his Diſappointment. 


2 


Enter Worthy unobſerw rv d. 

What Devil has poſſeſs'd Sir Paul too? An Hour 

ſcarce is paſt fince he flew off; my Love was loft, and I 

forſooth muſt wear the Willow. Now his Mind it ſeems 

is chang'd again, and I muſt wear the Wife. 
Wer. The Devil you muſt. 

Val. Ha! Worthy, thou com'ſt in Time to help me 
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Wor. Ay, and my own too. I've over-heard the 
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this about? It puzzles me to reconcile this ſudden 
Change of Politicks with Reaſon. 
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Val. 
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Val. All that I know I'll tell thee. I juſt now met 
my Father: Son, ſays he, you're to be married To-day, 
| Go Home anddreſs yourſelf ; go Home and hang your- 
ſelf had been as welcome to me; it ſo confounded me, 
that I believe I look'd like an Aſs before him; not a 
Word cou'd I fay, but made him an awkward Boy in- 
ſtead of an Anſwer. 

Wor. What's to be done ? ſome ſpeedy. Counſel muſt 
be taken, or all's loſt: Where's Plotavell? 

Pal. Ithink I ſee him * the _ comes juſt 
in the Nick. 


Enter „ Plotwelt as in haſte. 
Plat. Where the Devil ſhall I find this Maſter of mine, 
now ? This is the Plague of us Serving-Men, we muſt 
hunt out our Maſters through all their Rambles, with 
the Sagacity of Spaniels, and ten to one if we are not 
uſed like Spaniels when we've done; 'tis a hard Caſe, 
but I muſt not reſt till I have found him. | 

Val. Hold, Phtwell! Whether ſo faſt ? 

Plot. ſees Val.) Oh! Sir, you're the very Man ! 
have been hunting after; (/ees Wor.) Od's my Life; 
here's Mr. Worthy too. —Well, Gentlemen, I'm heartily 
glad I've met with you, for my Errand lies between you 
both. 

Val. Oh! Plotell, I'm ruin'd inevitably. 

Plot. Do but hear me Sir? 

Wor. We're both undone. 

Plot. IJ know the Ground of your Fears. 

Val. My Life lies at Stake, Plotawell. 

Plat. Tm no Stranger to your Fears neither. 

Val. 'Sdeath ! Phtwell! But my Father tells me 

Pht. As I hope tolive, Gentlemen ! you'll turn my 
very Brains: I tell you I know what you'd both _ 

ou, 
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You, Sir, for your 
you ſhould ſit beſide the Cuſhion 3 and you, Sir, left 
you ſhould jump into the Saddle. | 
Val. Thou haſt hit the Nail of the Head, Phtwell. 
Phtw. If I have, there's no Danger of its driving, 
Gentlemen, take my Word for it. Hark you, Sir, (9 
Val.) Sir Paul will be no Father-in-law of yours to-day. 
Val. Ha! What Grounds have you to think fo? 
Phtw. I'll tell you Sir, upon meeting your Father this 


Morning, I underſtood by him (after a long Detail ef 


Particulars which paſſed in Diſcourſe between us) that 
notwithſtanding all our Hopes to the contrary, you were 
actually doom'd to be marry'd to-day. However, I was 
reſolved the old Fellow ſhould not bubble me; there- 


fore, as ſoon as I got looſe from him, I ſet my Thoughts. 


to work, and begun to compare Things together. — I 
could ſee no Buſtle about Houſe ; —the old Man walk'd 
moping about by himſelf, — bloody touchy and peeviſh— 
and his eldeſt Son and Heir to be married within this 
three Hours notwithſtanding, — Inconſiſtencies; mere 
Inconſiſtencies, thought I. So, Sir, I immediately re- 
ſumed the Reſolution I had before taken, of viſiting Sir 
Paul's. | 
Wer. Well faid ; on with your Story. | 
Plotw. When I came there, nota Mouſe was ſtirring, 
as I could find: In ſhort, Sir, all was as quiet, and as little 
Sign of a Wedding there as at home. And I think, Sir, 
tne Concluſion to be drawn from hence is pretty plain, 
Val. Why, as thou ſayeſt, Phtawell, theſe are not ill 
Symptoms, truly. 
Plat. Well, well, let us not triumph too ſoon 3; we know 
a little by Experience, that the old Proverb adviſes well, 
Net to reckon our Chickens before they are hatched, Take a 
125 E little 


Part, are in a Peck of Fears now, leſt 
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little of my ſage Direction along with you, Gentlemen, 
and I'll warrant you a good Iflue ; truſt the Helm to me, 
and fear not: But if, Gentlemen, you think it not in my 
Power to ſerve you, or, which is the ſame Thing, think 
you can ſerve yourſelves better, e'en take your own way, 
Ill not be anſwerable for the Conſequence. I waſh my 
Hands on't. 

Wor. No, no, good Plotavell, we truſt all to thy Ma- 
nagement; and remember that my. Life depends on thy 
Succeſs. 

Val. Well, what's to be done ? 
 Plhtw. Why, I would adviſe you to make all ſure, 

for fear of a Relapſe ;and that (fince, I'll pawn my Life, 
the old Folks deſign no Wedding to-day) Mr. Worthy, 
take hold of the Opportunity, and not ſuffer the Lady to 
be baulk' d. 
Mor. T underſtand you not. 

Phtw. Why, e' en make her a viſit; tell her the Dan- 
ger of Delay; that ſhe has now an Opportunity ſhe may 
never have again; that the old Folks may once more 
change their Minds; that then no Power upon Earth can 
ſave her. In ſhort, never leave her till you're mar- 
ried. 

Wer. Thou talkeſt thou knoweſt not what; thou for- 
gett'ſt that I'm forbid the Houſe ; and that what you ad- 
viſe is impoſſible. 

Phtw. For ſhame, for ſhame ! A Lover, and talk of 
Impoſlibilities! Come, come, I know your doubtful 
Humour, and have already provided you ſafe Conduct; 
and for the reſt, you muſt take care of yourielf : Be at 
Faſe, Sir, I have provided for you. I only beg one 
Word with my Maſter, and I'll wait on you inſtantiy. 


Hor. 
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n, Wor. Excellent Plotavell! be ſpeedy. — Valentine your 
e, Servant. (Exit Worthy. 
Val. For God's Sake, Plotwell, what can my Father 
ik mean by all this? There muſt be ſomething more in the 
Bottom of it than Pm aware of What ſhould make 


ny the old Gentleman turn and wind thus ? 
Phtw.Why, I'Il unravel to you the whole Myſtery, Sir. 
la- *Tis very plain the old Gentleman is very much nettled at 


hy Sir Paul Pliant's falling off ſo ſuddenly from his Agree- 
ment ; and that, as the Caſe ſtands, he does not know who 
reaſonably to blame for the Matter. Now, ſhould you 


re, ſeem at all averſe to-his Deſign, you'll give him the only 
fe, Handle he wants, to lay all the Blame upon you; and then 
hy, there will be the Devil to pay, I can tell you. 

to Val. Why, thou wouldſt not have me think of a Com- 


pliance, would'ſt thou? 

 Phtw. Why, Sir, in the firſt and foremoſt Place, you 

an- muſt conſider he's your Father, and you'll find it a very 
nay hard Matter to oppoſe him. Then, ſecondly and laſtly 
ore Sir, that Miſtreſs of yours, under the Roſe, is no better 
can than a 
"_ Val. Hold, Villain, thy ſacrilegious Tongue, or I ſhall--- 
Pu atau. Nay, Sir, uſe your Pleaſure with your Slave; but 
if I might adviſe, you aught to tell your Father that you 
1 are ready to ſubmit at all Times to his ſuperior Wiſdom; 
and that if he thinks well of the Match, you are ready 

- of to comply. | 
Val. Would'ſt have me then belye my Heart? turn 


1 Hypocrite? | 

* Plotau. Hypocrite ! Ha, ha, he, Tis all the Faſhion, Sir. 
6:68 Val. I tell thee, I cannot do it. 

» i Phtw. Pray, Sir, be ruled. 


Tal. Pr'ythee don't perſuade me to it. 
Wor. : Pltaus 
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Plotav. Well, mark the End of it. — Beſides, Sir, no 
ill Conſequences can come of it; you need not fear the 
Danger of performing, promiſe never ſo luſtily; for ere 
it can come to that, I'll take care that Mr. Werthy and 
Mrs. Olivia ſhall be tack'd as faſt together as tis in the 
Power of Gown and Caſſock to do it; at leaſt, if they 
do their Part as well I do mine. But ſoft, here comes 
your Father ; look briſk, and remember what I have 
{aid to you. 
Val. No more; I warrant you. 


Enter Sir Toby. 


Sir Toby afide.) So, fo, they're laying their politick 

Noddles together in deep, wondrous deep Conſultation, I 

perceive, | 

 Phitw. to Val. Have but Courage, dear Sir, to tell 
kim you'll marry her, and if he gives you the leaſt hard 

Word, or any Harm in the World comes of it, PII be 

bound to be hanged for my Pains. 

Sir Toby afide. ) At it, at it; hard at it, faith, 

Pltxv. Now, Sir, mind your Cue, 

Sir To. Valentine. 

Plata. Turn quick upon him, and ſeem ſurpriz'd at 

feeing him. 

Val. turning quick. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I did not 

ſee you ſooner. 

Phtw. Admirably well done i'faith, Sir. 

Sir To. Well! thou art ready to go to Church, I ſup. 

poſe, Val. 

Val. As I always have been, ſo I always ſhall be res: 

dy to obey your Commands, Sir. 

Plotau. The old Fellow's dumbfounded, faith. 


Sir 
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Sir Jo. I take it very kindly at thy Hands, Val. PIE 


aſſure thee, that thou ſhew'ſt thy ſelf ſo dutiful, eſpeci- 
ally in this Affair. 
Plutæo. Didn't I tell you how would work, Sir. 


(Aide to Val. 
Sir. To. Well Val. be within Call, we ſhall want you. 
preſently. 
Val. I ſhall, Sir, Exit. Valentine 


Sir. To. Well Platævell, what News abroad, hah ? 

Phtw. J hear none, Sir, not I. 

Sir To. None at all, ſayſt thou? nothing Airridg | 4 

Plotæu. Nothing at all, Sir. 

Sir To. That's ſtrange. (Walks about as in a Fret- 

Plotav. afide.) Now the old Gentleman's turn'd out of 
his Biaſs; he frets and fumes like a loſing Gameſter. 

Sir To. Can'ſt thou deviate for once, P/atavell, and tell 
me, without your Hums and Ha's, the Truth, and no- 
thing but the Truth. 

Platw. I ſcorn to tell you a Lye, Sir. 

Sir To. Well then, be ingenuous, and ſatisfy me only 
in this one Point : Does not this Wedding ſtick a little in 
your Maſter's Stomach, hah ? Ts he not prepoſſc {s'd ? 
engaged elſewhere ? Does not he hunt other Game? Is 
ne not paſt the Cure of Matrimony ? 

Phtw. Oh! Sir, yowre miſtaken in him : He's quite 
another Man than I find you think him. 

Sir To. Indeed! I ſhould be glad to be convinced of it; 

Plitzv. When you gave him his Swing, indeed, as he 
was but a raw Lad, as a Body may ſay, he would have 
his Bottle and Whore now and then, that's true. But 
however, his Amours for the molt Part were ſafe, as 
well as private; a She-Friend or two that were above a 

* tho' looſe a little in the Hilts. You ſhould never 
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ſee him board a Maſk at the Play-houſe Door; your: 


Drury-Lane Ware wold never go. down. with him. He 
had always an Eye to his Reputation,. that I muſt needs 


ſay for him. But now Sir, he actually thinks of nothing 


but a Wife; he does not care how ſoon he ſettles ; and I 
think the ſooner tis done the better. | 

Sir To. Methought he look'd a little melancholy, and 
out of Humour, for all that. 

Phtw. He was a little nettled indeed, but not upon. 
that Score, I'll paſs my Word for it. 

Sir. To. Pr'ythee, Phtwell, what then ? 

Phtw. Ah! Sir, tis not worth _—_— 

Sir To. Come, come, out with it: T muſt knows 
Phtwell. 

Phtw. Tis next to nothing, Sir. 

Sir To. Pſhaw! what does the Blockhead trifle for ? 
Tell me, I fay. - 

Platav. IL hope your Worſhip won't be angry then: 
But he thinks you are a little too cloſe-fiſted ; that's all, 
Sir. 

Sir. To. Who, I, Phtavell ? 

Platau. Ves, you, Sir. Here, ſays he, has my Fa- 
ther ordered a Dinner to Day, that ſcarce ſtands him in 
half. a Piece; who the Devil would take this to be a 
Wedding Feaſt ? 
I, if I may be fo bold as to ſay ſo, you ſhould have o- 
pened your Purſe-ſtrings a little wider. In ſuch Caſes, 
you are ſenſible, tis expected: and, as tis but for once 


in a Man's Life-Time, ev'n Extravagance is an Error on 


the Right Hand, Sir. 


Sir To. Have done, Sirrah, will you? I ſhan't aſk. 


your Advice in the Conduct of that Affair. Be gone; 
fee if your Maſter wants you. 


Phitay, 


And now, Sir, between you and 
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Plau. Iv'e nettled the old Gentleman, faith. 
( Exit. Platavell. 


Sir To. What can the Dog mean by all this ? There's 
ſome Plot going forward, my Life on't.——Bet be it as 


it will, I may chance to ſnap em before they are aware: 


of me. Let me ſee. My Son has promiſed, and he ſhalt 
perform. Upon that Foundation I'll proceed. If I could 
but ſtumble by Accident now upon my Neighbour Pli- 
ant, and bring Matters round about a little, I fancy the 


| Knight and I might agree well enough at. laſt. As for- 
my Son, he can't look me in the Face and fly from his 


Word: So I have no Apprehenſions on that Side. Egad 


Il go make the Knight a Viſit... No; that will be 


a little too forward. Odd's my Life, here he comes 


doddling alone in proprie Perſina, faith; * can 


happen more opportunely. 


Enter Sir Paul Pliant. 


Sir Paul, you are well met, how have Pry ſince 
Morning? 


Sir Paul. You are the very Man I have been hunting. 


after, Sir Toby. 
Sir To, Better and. better. (Afide.) I'm glad Sir, I 


have ſaved you further Trouble; and that I have met 


with you ſo luckily. 


Sir Paul; J am glad to. fee you with all my Heart. 
But, Sir Toby, there was a certain Perſon (not to be par- 
ticular) that informed. me, and. ſaid, he had it from 


your own Mouth too,. that your Son and. my Daughter. 
were to be married to-day, which you know, as well as 
I, is all falfe. Now my Buſineſs at preſent is, to know 
whoſe Brains are moſt addled, yours who ſaid fo, or his 
who reported it abroad, Neighbour. : 
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Sir To. Good Sir Paul, give me your Patience; and || tho! 
fince you tax me thus with a Particular which I did not I en 
in the leaſt expect, I'll tell you all I know of the Mat- ¶ ret 
ter in as plain a Method as I can; and as we have | haf 
been Neighbours and old Friends, I don't queſtion ¶ and 
but you'll Judge favourably both of me and my Con. fon 
duct. 


=_ 
\ —— — — — —— = a 
* —ͤ—kͤ— —— — 7˙—26 — —— —jœ—ä——ß— ʒä——ä—ẽẽ . 
2 — —— ä x — — my <—_s — — — . 8 
* W * 42 OE * — — " * 1 = 
= —— - 
a9 her - 4 — 2 N r = 
' 
* 


for | 
Sir Paul. Out with it then; ſpeak your Mind freely; ma) 
you ſhall have no Interruption on my Side. neſs 
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Sir To. ' Why then Sir Paul, you may eaſily remember have 
what paſs d between you and I this Morning, when you The 
thought fit to fly from your Bargain, for certain Reaſons, In « 

or rather Suſpicions of your own: After you were gone, || | ha 
you need not doubt but I was in ſome Meaſure concern. 81 
ed, not only at the breaking off an Alliance with a Per- Sj 
fon I fo highly regard as yourſelf, but likewiſe at my Þ if pe 
Son's Conduct, which had render'd him fo obnoxious to I de 
; You, and unworthy to be the Pledge of it. bet 

Sir Paul. Very reaſonable. 52 ters 

Sir To. Thought I, what Method ſhall I take with been 
chis unhappy Son, that becomes the Character of a pru- I tiene 
dent Father? It had ever been my Obſervation, that I and! 
the gentleſt Phyſick operates the moſt effectually upon If b 
ingenuous?Minds. I remember too, that Valentine had me 
in all Reſpects, till then, hehaved himſelf moſt dutifully | * fon 
to me; nay, ev'n in this Point of Matrimony, (not 
withſtanding all the ſuſpected Pre-engagements of his If he 
Affection) was, or pretended to be, ready to obey me: cient 
I likewiſe recollected all the Sallies of my own Youth, of th 
and made Allowance by my own Experience. eaſily 
Sir Paul. Very prudent. Wo. 

Sir To. Not, Sir Paul, that I would have you think of 
me all the tender paſſive Father, nor ignorant or Very 

thought- 
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ad |} thoughtle6 of the Reſentment and Authority of a Pa- 
ot rent; ſo that the Circumſtances of the Affair ſeem'd to 


it- | reduce my Reſolution to a Sort of a Dilemma. KI - 


ve paß all tamely by, I give the World an Opportunity, 
on |} and juſtly too, to blame my ConduR, and my Son occa- 
n. fion to deſpiſe me. If I fall foul upon him, rate him 
ber his Follies, and act the ſeverer Part, tis poſſible he 
y; na ſo excuſe himſelf, as to make me repent my Raſh- 
nes ; for how naturally might he fay.. Yourſelf, Sir, 
ber || have already preſcribed a Remedy for theſe Diſcaſes;: 
ou The Time is coming when I muſt live to pleaſe a Wiſe: 
ns, In the mean Time, it has nnn 
ne, || | have liv'd to pleaſe myſelf. te, | 
rn. Sir Paul. Very conſiderate, truly. 
per- Sir To. In ſhort, I reſolv'd to ſteer a middle Courſe, 
my | if poſſible, as the only proper Method I had to purſue : 
s to | I determin'd therefore, to conceal all the Diſagreement 
between yourſelfand me from him, and ſo to carry Mat- 
ters as-if the Match had ſtill gone on, and no Demurrer 
vith been: The Conſequence I propoſed to . myſelf from 
pry- | thence, was to ſound the Bottom of my Son's Inclinations, 
that and have ſufficient Ground to deal with him accordingly : 
pon If he refuſe to commit Matrimony, ſaid I, when it 
had comes to the Pinch, I ſhall then be ſatisfied that there 
fly is ſomething more than youthful Frailty in the Matter, 
(not and that Sir Paul's Suſpicion is but two well founded : 
his II he bolds firm and eager for the Change, then he ſuffi - 
me: || cently clears himſelf of the moſt material Part, at leaſt, 
Juth, $f the Charge; and I don't queſtion but Sir Pauli will be 


quo. 

Sir Paul. Why truly, Sir Toby, I think you give 2 
very fair and honeſt Account of the whole Matter; and I 
© | p cannot. 


eaſily induced to hear Reaſon, and all Things be in fave 
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Cannot chuſe but ſay, you have, in my Opinion, behav'd 
yourſelf with great Wiſdom in the Affair. I approve 
of your Scheme mightily :+ But, pray Neighbour, how 
does it ſucceed;. by this Time you are capable of giving 
a great Gueſs. Had I not Reaſon for my Refuſal ? 

Sir Jo. I muſt confeſs, Sir Paul, I cannot blame your 
Caution: But I'll aſſure you, upon the ſtricteſt Enquiry 
'F can make, I cannot find any Thing more in this Bu- 
fineſs of Silvia, than a youthful. Frolick, or ſo. You 
know, Neighbour, we were both young once ourſelves, 
and ſhould not be too ſevere in our Cenſures; but as to 
the Buſineſs of the Wedding, I'll promiſe you he ſtands 
hard and faſt to it. I'm afraid the poor young Fel. 
low will * Heart if he ſhould be diſap- 
pointed. 

Sir Paul. A, a, a, ab! Sir Toby. (baking bis Heal 
Sir To. Come, come, I warrant *twill be a Diſappoint- 

ment on both Sides: For your pretty Daughter's Sake, 
for my Son's Sake; and for old Acquaintance Sake, let 
me intreat you to lay aſide all cauſeleſs Prejudice, and give 
me no Denial; but let the Wedding go on upon the 
ſame Foot I propoſed it, and to which you then readily 
eonſented, 

Sir Paul. You may ſpare your Entreaties, Neighbour; ; 
you know I'm not obſtinate; if you think "twill be ad- 
vantageous on both Sides, een let it be done without 
more ado: But if you think they won't both draw one 
Way, we had better never yoke them together. I'd 
have you weigh the. Matter very deliberately, Neigh- 
hour; look round ere you leap, and put the Caſe all 
Ways; ſuppoſe my Olivia to be your Daughter, and your 
Falenrine my Soy, 


Sir 


Ci 
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Sir To. I do ſo, Neighbour ; nay I have done fo. I 
have view'd the Scheme on all Sides, put all Caſes, and 


every new Caſe I put gives me a better Opinion of the. 


Cauſe. 

Sir. Paul. Why, without any more Pro's and Con's, 
if you are verily perſuaded in your Mind that they'll 
make a happy Pair, the Fault ſhall not lie at my Door, 
I. promiſe you. The Terms of Accommodation are 
agreed on. 

Sir To, Once more then 'tis a Bargain; your Hand 
upon't. Really, Sir Paul, I always had a particular 
Regard to your Name and Character; and as a Teſtimony 
of it, you ſee how ambitious. I am to unite our Fa- 
miles. 

Sir Paul. And I aſſure you, Sir Toby, I've always had 
an equal Eſteem for you ; and as a Proof of my Sincerity, 
particularly invite your Daughter Charlotte to the 
Wedding. 'To be plain with you, I have Letters that 
the Ship wherein my Son is, came up the River this 
Morning; ſo that expect him home every Moment. 
You know we have formerly often talk'd of making a 
double Union of our Families; if you're ſtill of the 
lame Mind, I think we may take the Opportunity gf 
performing both Ceremonies as once, and ſave Charges, 

ir To. Nay, now, my good old Friend, you are too 
kind, Tt ſhall be fo with all my Heart. 

Ae Paul. Vil home and get every Thing in Order, 

expect you within theſe two Hours. 

Sir To. Pl do the like, and wait on you at your Time. 


( Exit Six Payl. 
Sir T, o. I brought the old Knight about at laſt with a 


Circumbendibue. 'Egad, I play'd my Part like an Ora» 
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tor with him. God a mercy, old Toby, faith. Well! 
J muſt go and look after my young Rogue tho', or he 
may chance to play me a ſlippery Trick at laſt. 

( Exit Sir Toby. 


SCENE, Sir Toby':. 
Enter Plotwell, and Snapſack in the Habit of a Sea- 


Captain. 
| Phe. So, I ſee thou haſt equipt thyſelf for carrying en 
our Deſign upon our Captives. I have already ſeen 
them, and prepoſſeſt them of their being taken Priſoners 
at Sea, by a Pirate, whoſe Name is Captain Scare- Dewi. 


Remember therefore that is your Name now. 


Snap. Ill warrant you. 
Pt. Pm your Jaylor, Fll let you in to them. 
( Exeutt, 
Pedant and Timothy ix the Cellar. 
Tim. Well! didn't I behave myſelf bravely, Tutor ? 
Didn't I fight like a Tyger ? 
Ped. Ay, that thou didR ? 
Tim. Come, come, Tutor, have a good Heart; ne- 
ver let your noble- Courage be caſt down, as the Saying 
is; many a valliant Man has been forc'd to ſurrender be- 


fore now. 
Ped. Tis very true, and the Poet very well - 
viſes, 


By ſuffering well, our Fortune wwe ſubdue, 
Fy when he frowns, and when foe ſmiles purſue. 


But the worſt of it is, Mr. Timothy, that I'm afraid the 


work is ſtill to come. We Know n more where we are 
: * 


11 
he 


the 


the Foxct of Love. 49 


than the Stone Wall, nor how to ſend your Father an 
Account of our Diſtreſs, in order to our Redemption; ſo 
that for aught I can ſee, we are likely to remain all 
our Days in Captivity. 

Tim. Ah Lord! Tutor, tis very true as you ſay. I 
vow to God, I never thought one Word of that all this 
while. Ah! my poor Father, I ſhall ne'er inherit your 
Eſtate now. Well! I think 'tis an unlucky Thing to be 
witty. My Father often forewarn'd me, if I had had 
the Grace to follow his good Advice. 

Ped. Ah! Mr. Timothy, I told you enough on't too, 
long ago : I hate (as an incomparable Author has it) a 
young Gentleman of a too forward Genius. But 
alas! how comes it that I talk ſo politely in the Height 
of my Affliction? But now I think on't, Ovid wrote his 
Book de Triſtibus during his Misfortunes. 


Ingenio perii, Naſo Poeta, meo. 


Enter Snapſack, attended by Plotwell. 

Snap. Where are the Priſoners; Jaylor bring 'em 
forth. 

Ped. Coram quem quæritis adſum, Troius Afnea:? 

Tim. Tutor, Tutor, this is the Captain; pray tell him 

who I am. Do but obſerve with what a majeſtick Gait 


he comes. 


Ped. Like poliſp d Ivory beauteous to behold, 
Or Parian Marble <vhen enchac'd in Gold. 


Tim. By Fupiter Ammon, I'm all in a Sweat for fear. 
—| wiſh I mayn't.— I'Il fay no more. But I think 
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all the Breath in my Body will fly out at the Back Door, 
in Spite of my Teeth. 
Snap. Like Ce/ar, I may fay, I came, I faw, and 
conquer'd; and as I can conquer, I can deftroy or fave 
juſt as the Merit of my Foes ſhall plead. Submiſſion 
may prevail, when Oppoſition never can. 
Tim. Lord bleſs me! how he bluſters! Now dare not 
I, for the Heart's Blood of me, crack one Jeſt upon him, 
tho I've half a Hundred at my Tongue's End; full of 
ſuch Wit, ſheer Wit *egad, that I could cut him down 
whip ſlap daſh in the Cracking of a Nut. 
| Snap. I underſtand by the reſt of the Ship's Crew, 
your Names and Qualities ; and have diſpatch'd Letters 
to Sir Paul Pliant in England, that if he thinks fit, he 
may redeem you. 
Ped. Macenas Atavis edite Regibus, O & dra. ſidium & 1 
dulce decus meum ! 
Tim. Odſo, I begin to have a little Heart again, ke 
Now, methinks, he talks as if he had ſome Grace in 


| him. 
| Frap. In the mean Time you muſt content yourſelves 
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with your preſent Quarters. — Jaylor take Care 
of 'em. ( Exeunt Snap. and Plot. 
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Plot. I ſhall, Sir. ſu 
H 

W. 

an 


Tim. As ſure as Death, as he went away, he gave 
me a Nod and a Smile: He couldn't but be taken 
with my Wit; Faith and Troth he couldn't. 

Ped. The incomparable Plautus wrote a Comedy, I of 
call'd the Captive. Oh! Pleutus, thou wert a Poet and BY 


F Prophet too; for now we are truly Captives.— But II 


what muſt be, muſt be. 4 | Is 


The End of the Third A. * 
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Enter Olivia and Maid. 
Oliv. R' THEE, Betty, think, contrive 
SE a little for me. Is there no way 
84 to get a Sight of Worthy ? My 
2 good Fortune hitherto has been in 
SEES vain, tho' I have ſcap'd the Man 
I lik d not, if I am baniſh'd from the Man I love. 

Betty. Never fear, Madam; a Woman's Invention 
ſeldom fails her in theſe Caſes; and ll warrant you, 
one Way or other, I'll do your Buſineſs for you. 

Oliv. But doſt thou confider, Girl, the Difficulty of 
the Undertaking ? Thou know'ſt that I'm watch'd 
as narrowly as a Priſoner of State ; and all the Doors 
and Avenues are guarded againſt Worthy, as againſt a 
Rapparee. Nay, my Father has repreſented him as 
ſuch amongſt our Servants. Thou know'ft what a 
Houſeful of Blunderbuſſes, Bandaleers, and Basket-Hilts 
we have kept on purpoſe to guard us from the Monſter ; 
and that if Worthy were ſuſpected to be within Eye-Shot 
of the Houſe, what an Alarm we ſhould have; al! 
would be in Arms; the Militia would march, and the 
Heroes cock and ſtrut like ſo many File Leaders on a 


Lord-Mayor's Day : Therefore conſider what thou doſt, 
for God ſake. | 
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Betty. However, I fay till, Madam, deſpair not , 
methinks this Day's happy Deliverance ſeems to de an 
* of yet better Fortune. 


Enter Footboy. 

Foorb. Madam, there's one Mr. Pad the Stay-maker 
below, has brought your Ladyſhip's Stays. 

Oliv. Oh dear! let him come up ; he's as good as 
his Word I find; I warrant poor Stitch work'd all 
Night, for fear of diſappointing a longing Lady on her 
Wedding Day; but, as it happens, he need not have 
made ſuch haſte : However, I promiſe myſelf they'll 
ferve ſome much happier Occaſion, than that they were 
deſigned for. 


Enter Worchy, diſguiſed like Pad. 
Petty, as he is ent'ring. Lord! Madam, I think this 
is not Mr. Pad; and — I think 'tis Mr. Pad too: I 
kuoy not what to think; but if it be Mr. Pad, Pm ſure 
he's ſtrangely alter'd within theſe two Days. 
As Olivia hooks at *. he diſcovers himſelf. 

Oliv. Worthy 

Wir. See my Olivia, what Diſguiſes Love can teach 
us! Almighty Love that transform'd Fove into a Swan, 
and made his heroick Son's victorious Club dwindle 
to a Diſtaff, has made of me e' en what you ſee me. 

Oliv. But how durſt you venture? How comes all 
this to paſs ? Methinks I have twenty Queſtions to atk 
thee, and would have them anſwer'd all at once. Pardon 
my Tranſport, Worthy. 

Wor. Deareſt Olivia, this is no Time for Queſtions, 
or for Anſwers; thus much only I may tell thee, that 
by Valentints Man PlitwwelPs Contrivance,. I apply'd 
| | myſelf 
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myſelf to honeſt Pad the Stay-maker, who was eaſily 
prevail'd upon to depute me to wait on your Ladyſhip 
with your Stays this Morning in his room. — Will 
your Ladyſhip pleaſe to try em on? 

Oliv. No, no matter Mr. Pad, at preſent; I thank 
my good Angel, I have not ſo urgent an Occaſion for 
'em as I fear'd I ſhould. But have you brought your Bill 
with you, Mr. Pad? 

Wir. Yes, Madam; and the Suns a large one, 
long Account of faithful Love, with all its Train of 
Sufferings; tis Time "twere own'd, and the Balance 
paid. Think, my Olivia, ſuch an Opportunity ne'er 
may come again. Your Wedding, ſure, by the Hand of 
Providence is put off: But as your Father has chang'd 
once, who knows but he may change again ? Nay, 
who knows how ſoon it may be ſo ? Therefore now, 
my Deareſt, now's the Time to prevent all future Ha- 
zard ; redeem yourſelf from your Captivity z — reward 
my faithful Love, and make us both happy. 

Oliv. What can we do ? | 

Wor. This Moment leave thy Priſon, and make thy- 
ſelf my Wife. 

Oliv. Impoſſible! Thou know'ſt not what chou 
ſay'ſt. 

Nor. Impoſſible! Tis eaſy, very eaſy ; 1 haye pro- 
vided every Thing ; all but your Conſent is ready. 

Betty. Nay, Madam, now it all lies at your own 
Door, and if you loſe this Opportunity, as Mr. Worthy 
ſays, you mult een thank yourſelf : Come, come, ne- 
ver ſtand between Hawk and Buzzard ; venture, ven- 
ture; I'll be anſwerable for the Conſequence Egad, 
Pd fain fee a yourg Gentleman ask me the Queſticn 
ſo complaiſantly, ſo J would. 
N | 1 Oli. 
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Oliv. Heav'n knows how willingly I would conſent ; 
but methinks what you propoſe is of too ſudden Birth, 
and full of Hazard: Beſides the Winter of our Loves 
does all ſeem paſt, and the gay Spring appears, What 
need we hazard all at once? Time lies before us ; the 
Proſpect is far extended; we ſhall have a thouſand Oppor- 
tunities to execute this Project, when every Branch of it 
ſhall have been duly weigh'd, and every Circumſtance 
conſider'd. 8 

Wor. Talk not of Confideration , or of Weight, O/:- 
via; the Loſs of all this Time in doubt, is of more 
Weight thanall ; nor truſt thy Fortune to a ſecond Caſt,. 
when *tis thy own already. 

Betty. 'Slife, Madam, I hear my old Maſter come 
coughing up Stairs; we're all undone : What ſhall we 
do? This comes of your conſidering. Mr. Worthy, 
you muſt transform youſelf once more into Mr. Pad 3. 
there, take your Stays in your Hand. 


As Sir Paul enters, Olivia ſpeaks. 
Oliv. I can't ſay but I like your Work well enough, 
Mr. Pad; but I ſhan't wear 'em to-day, as I expected; 
ſo you may leave the Stays with my Maid, and call 
again to-morrow, or ms Morning, and I will try 
em on. 
(Worthy 7s going, 
Sir Paul. Hold, hold ! who's this Daughtcr.? Your 
Stay-maker, ha? Stay a little; you muſt wear your 
Stays, Daughter, ſooner than you think for: I have 
juſt now been with Sir Toby Te/ty, and we are once 
more agreed: He has given me full Satisfaction in all 
my Scruples ; ſo get yourſelf ready as faſt you can, and 
come down into the great Parlour; in the mean Time, 
PII 
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III go fetch old Noverint the Scrivener, that we may 
ſign and ſeal ; and then my Chaplain ſhall perform the 
remaining Part of the Ceremony. | 
Oliv. Hear me, Sir, one Word, I beſeech you. 
Sir Paul. Hear thee ? What ſhall I hear? I think 
I've done all that a Father can do for thee. I've pro- 
vided you with a pretty young Fellow for a Huſband, 
and *twill be his Part to do the reſt. 
Oliv. Sir, I would know a little what Satisfaction 
you have met with, that has ſo ſuddenly induced you to 
entertain an Opinion of Sir Toby's Son's Morals, ſo 
widely different from. what you did two Hours ago : 
The Reaſons you then gave me for your Diſlike, 
have ſway'd ſo much with me, that till I've Demonſtra- 
tion of his Innocence of the Crimes laid to his Charge, 
I muſt confeſs I've an Averſion to him. 
Sir Paul. Poh! Poh ! I'll have none of your Averſions ; 
'tis enough that I am ſatisfied ; pray ſet your Heart at 
reſt, and do as I bid you; and ſo good-morrow to you: 
D'ye hear, Mr. Pad, pray try on her Stays. 
(Exit Sir Paul - 
Wor. Now, my Olivia, tell me was my Counſel 
vain ? 
Oliv. Nor is it yet too late to follow it. 
Betty. Nay, now 'tis abſolute Self-defence. 
Oliv. Then let's away: But after we have ſcap'd the 
Caſtle, whither ſhall we fly for Refuge? _ 
Mor. Olivia need not doubt hut I have taken Care 
of that. I have on this Occafion (by concert) the Li- 
berty of Silvia's Lodgings, Valentine's Miſtreſs ; thither 
we'll go directly, and put it out of mortal Poy'r to di- 
ſturb us more. 
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Oliv. Away then; be at the back Gate; I'll meet 
you there in three Minutes. 

( Exit Worthy. 

Betty, pr'ythee reach me the little Casket out of my 
Scrutore, and my new Ridinghood, d'ye hear; it has 
not yet been ſeen, and I ſhall not be known in it 
The beſt Diſguiſe in the World for an Eſcape, is a Ri- 
dinghood. —— Away Girl, Time's precious. 


E xeunt. 


SCENE the Street before Silvia's Lodgings. 


Enter Plotwell. 

Puta. What the Devil! are we all wiſer than we 
ſhould be now ? *Sbud, if Mr. Worthy hasn't made good 
Uſe of his Viſit, we're all untwiſted ſtill. Egad, I think 
the old Fellows have as many Whimſies in their Heads, 
and know as little of their own Minds, as the young : 
Here has the Devil been and made Peace again between 
the two old Knights; and now the Wedding goes on till. 
I'm bloodily afraid Worthy has not done as he ſhould do; 
the Fellow ſeems to have no Mettle in him. Zounds he 
makes Love like an Oxford Scholar. What the Devil 
can I do? I'd fain do ſomething to make all ſure. 
Let me ſee ; — a deſperate Diſeaſe muſt have a deſperate 
Cure. Alt muſt be ſo; — let's ſee, theſe are Madam 
Silvia's Lodgings. ( Knocks, 


Enter Lacy. - 
Lucy, Well! What's the News with you? 
Plotau. Aſk no Queſtions, good Girl; where's your 
Nurſery ? your young Maſter ? 
Lucy. Within. Pray what d'ye want with him ? 
Plat. 


wl 


ſi 
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Phtw. Aſk no Queſtions, I ſay; fetch him preſently, 
and come along with me. 

Lucy. What to do, I fay; I won't ſtir till I know for 

what. 

Phtw. The Devil's in the Wench, I think. Zounds, 

make haſte, and do as I bid you, or we are all undone. 

( Shoves her in. 


Re-enter Lucy with the Child. 

Lucy. Well, what am I to do next ? 

Phtw. Play but this Card now for me to the beft Ad- 
vantage, Lucy. 

Lucy. What Plot's in Agitation now, Pr'ythee ? 

Plitau. The Devil's in Women for Curioſity ; thou 
ſhalt ſee by and by, have but a little Patience. Come, 
go along with me, and by the way, I'll give you full 
Inſtructions how to behave yourſelf, Oh the Devil! 


Din. 

Lucy. What's the Matter now? 

Plato. Matter! quoth a ! == Why yonder's Sir Paul, 
Madam Bride's Father, coming this Way : If we go for- 
ward, we muſt meet him. Now is this hopeful 
Scheme of mine broke all at once. I think the De- 
vil owes us a Spite. Let me fee, — can I think of no- 
thing? My Invention does not uſe to fail me. =—l 
muſt alter all my Meaſures. 

Lucy. I can't conceive what you'd be at, not J. 

Plot. Now, Lucy, I'll make as if I came from yonder 
Alley on the Right Hand; and do you (mind what L 
lay) whenever you ſee a good Opportunity, put in a 
Word or two to back me. 

(Plotwell goes t a Corner of the Stage. 


Eucy, 
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Lucy. Well! I ſwear I'm ſtill in the dark as much as 
ever. 


Enter Sir Paul Pliant. 

"Gi Paul. T'll make what haſte I can to the Serivener, 
that I may catch him before he takes his Morning Whet, 
and makes himſelf addled and unfit for Buſineſs all Day.--- 
(Lucy courtefies to him, and comes forward.) Who art thou 
Child? ha! I don't * thee. Whoſe Child's that, 
ha ? 

- Lucy. Bleſs me! Where s this Place now ? 
(Aide in Surpriſe. 

Sir Paul. What! are you Tongue-ty'd ? 

Plotwell comes forward, puffing and blowing, and 
bawling as loud as he can, pretending not to ſee Sir 
Paul. 

Plat. Heigh-day ! what Game's here going forwards? 
What Buſineſs have you here, Lucy? What do'ſt bring 
thy Brat here for ? Whither art thou going to carry it ? 

- Lacy. How can'ſt thou aſk me ſuch an impertinent Que 
ſtion ? 

Pht. Who ſhould I aſk ? there's no Body elſe to aſk 
as I can ſee. 

Sir Paul. In the Name of Wonder, what Child can 
this be ? | 22 

Phtw. Will you give me an Anſwer, or not, Huſſey 

Lucy. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! 

Plot. aſide to Lucy. A little more to the Right. 

Lucy. The Devil's in the Fellow, I believe. 

Phet. Come, come, whoſe Boy is it ? — Speak out. 

(Ae. 

Lucy. Tis yours, and be hang'd to you, or ſomebody's 

that belong to you. 


Pulli. 


h as 
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Plit. Ha, ha, he! This is a thorough-pac'd Whore ; 
ſhe has the right Cant of all the Bawdy Siſterhood, 
faith. 

Sir Paul, afide. Surely this is Mrs. Sifvia's Maid, 
that I have heard ſo much talk of; I'll hearken a little 
further, 

Pht. Are we the propereſt Perſons you cou'd pick out 
to make Cullies of, ha! Mrs. Impudence. 

Sir Paul, afide. Body o'me, I came juſt in the Nick. 

Plot. Pack up your Alls, and get you gone about your 
Buſineſs, or. (fide to her) if you ſtir an Inch I'm 
undone Lucy. 

Lucy. Confound you, for me — Vou terrify a Bo- 
dy ſo. 

Phi. What! I muſt ſpeak twenty times to you to be 
gone, muſt I? 

Lucy. What would the Fellow have, for God's Sake. 

Plot. Have quotha ! Come come, let me have none of 
your ſhuffling Tricks; but tell me directly and truly 
whoſe Boy is this in your Arms. 

Lucy. As if you didn't know Sawce- box. 

Plot. That's nothing to the Purpoſe, Huſſey. 
Anſwer me directly, I ſay, to what Jaſk you. 

Lacy. Why then *tis yours, I tell you once more, or 
ſomebody's that belongs to you. 

Plat. Which of the Somebody's ? What! we had all a 
Finger in the Pye then, had we? 

Lucy. Why if you will force me to ſpeak out, I can't 
help it ? —— *Tis your Maſter Valentine's then. 

Plot. What! my Maſter Valentine's, ſay you? 

Lucy. Can you deny it, Sir? 

Sir Paul afide, I find I had a right Notion of that 

young 
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young Fellow). I was never heartily inclined to this 
Match. 

Plat. Here's a fine Plot! What! and I ſuppoſe you 
are jaunting tow'rds Sir Paul's with him, ha? 
I'll call a (Conſtable; I'll have you fecur'd, faith 
Miſtreſs. 

Lucy. What d'ye make ſuch a Gaping for? 

Phi. Why ! will you face me out that I didn't ſee this 
Baſtard convey'd to your Lodgings fix Weeks ago ? 

Lucy. Oh ! the impudent audacious Varlet ! 

Pht. You may brazen it out as long as you pleaſe; 
but I'll take my Oath, I ſaw Mother Brawn the Por- 
ters Wife carry him in laſt very Night was ſix Weeks, 
in a Basket. 

Lucy. Well! Heav'n be prais'd, there were ſeveral 
Ladies of unblemiſh'd Characters at my poor Mifſtreſs's 
Labour. | 

Plat. But ſhe was plaguily miſtaken in her Aim, 
Lucy, this Bout, I can aſſure you... Oh! thinks ſhe, 
if Sir Paul does but once hear that Mr. Valentine has 
had a Child by me, he'll never marry his Daughter to 
him, for certain: But o' my Conſcience, when the old 
Gentleman and his Daughter too come to hear that my 


' Maſter is ſo good a Sportſman, they'll like him the 


better for it, I'll warrant you. Beſides, Child, your 
Plot's too late, you'll be a Day after the Fair; they're 
marry' d by this Time, or at leaſt will be ſo in half an 
Hour; ſo you had beſt e'enturn home to your Quarters 
again while you're well. 


Sir Paul afide. *Tis you are miſtaken in your Aim; 


you'll find I'm not ſo fond of being a Grandfather as 


chat comes to neither, good Mr. Plotavel). 


Phe. 


S | 
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Plot. Therefore, in one Word, and one's as good as 
a Thouſand, if you won't get you Home with this 
ſquawling Brat, I'll kick him into the Middle of the 
Street, and you to the DI, d'ye ſee. 

Lucy. You ſhould get you home and ſleep ; you' re 
drunk, Man. 

Plot. What the Devil! your Miſtreſs (for all my Maſ- 
ter brought her "ſtarving from France the other Day) 
now ſhe has ſet Foot on Engliſb Ground, begins to think 
herſelf naturaliz'd, and entitled to the Benefit of the 
Law, as much as &er an Engl/þ Whore of em all; 
and that the Law will oblige him to marry her, and 
make an honeſt Woman of her, whether he will 
or no. 

Lucy. Why, good Mr. Phtzvell, can you have the 
Face to deny it ? 

Sir Paul afide. J had like to have made a Pretty Spot 
of Work truly! 

Plot. Who's there Oh! Sir Paul you're come 
in the very Nick of Time. — Do me the favour to hear 
me but one Word, Sir. 

Sir Paul. Vou may ſpare yourſelf the Pains, Mr. 
Plotwell; for I have heard it all. 

Plot. How ? All, Sir, ſay you? 

Sir Paul. Ay, Sir, your whole Story from the Be- 
ginning to the End on't, I tell you. 

Plat, Well, Sir, you've heard it all you ſay; and 
pray Sir, did you ever hear a Piece of Roguery to match 

it? Ought not this young Baggage now, think you, 
to be ſent to Bridezcell, and heartily laſh'd for her 
pains. XX Here's the Gentleman himſelf now. 
Don't think to palm your Whore's Tricks upon 
him. 


G Lucy. 
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Lucy caurteſying. Indeed, and indeed, Sir, — as I 
hope to be ſav'd, Sir, if I have told your Worſhip 
the leaſt Tittle of a Lye.—— 

= Paul. Enough, enouah ; I, know as much 

reguilite for my Purpoſe. — Well! fare you well, 
Prall; I'll een beat the Hoof home again; I ſhall 


have no Buſineſs for the Scriyener today. A 
mighty lucky Accident this. trulß!!— 


Exit Sir Paul. 

Pht. Lucy, kiſs me. 

Lucy. Kiſs thee l— Stand off pray, and know your 
Diſtance, Sir. — If I dan't aquaint my Lady with 
all the ill Treatment I have met with from you, T1! 
give you leave to abuſe me ten Times worſe, if ed 
than you have already. | 

Pht. Oh ! you little. Fool you, you don' t underſtand 
State Affairs I find : Can't your pglitick Noddle now, 
Lucy, fathom all this Fetch of mine? 

Lucy. Not I indeed. 

Plat. Why then you muſt know this old 8 
Sir Paul, has been wheedled again into a good Opinion 
of the Match between my young Maſter and his Daugh- 
ter; the Ceremony was to have been perform'd within 
this half Hour, and I had no other Means in the World 
than this to prevent it ; — and now I hope you're 
latisfy'd. 

Lucy. But then, Plotavell, you might have prepar'd 
me for ſuch an Encqunter, and giv'n me my. Cue beſore 


8 hand. 


Plat. Pſhaw, Pſhaw, Lucy, thou art quite wrong in 
thy Notion ; thou doſt not know thy own Perfection; 
thou would'ſt nat have perform'd thy Part half ſo well 
by Art as by N. ature However I think our Buſi- 


nel 
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jeſs is done, and {6 you may e en go Home and rock the 
Bantling, and tell your Miſtreſs ſhe may ſleep hence- 
forth in Quiet. But hold, Lacy, now I think on't- 
ve more Buſineſs with thee. Let me fee, 
how long have you and I been Play-fellows together ?— 
We have been old Acquaintance, Lucy; and thou know' lt 


I have always promiſed I would e for thee. 


Come along, Child; Pll inform thee fully of my Deſign 
as we e go. Exeunt. 


80 EA charger ts Charlotte? Chamber. 

Cha. Is then the Criſis of my Fate {6 near? Is this 
che Day muſt date my Happineſs or Miſery ? So little 
Warning? Hard- hearted cruel Father ! Oh that I could 
ſee my Beaufort! But for what, unhappy Charlotte, 


doft thou wiſh ? Thou doſt forget with what affected 


Airs and Scoffs thou ever haſt received his generous Paſ- 
fion. Thou doſt forget the many tedious Hours thou 
haſt made him ſigh in vain; rejoiced at all his Miſery, 
and laugh'd while he complain'd ; and like a harden'd 
Sinner, now "tis too late, thou doſt repent ; too late 
can'ſt curſe thy wy Woman's Arte, that drew thy Ruin 
on thee. 9 wer. 


Enter Valentine, and Beaufort. 


Val. In Tears my Siſter? I corifefs' this was de- 


ſigned for Execution Day; but ſee, F bring you a Re- 
prieve. Exit. 
Char. Oh! V. alentine, Ob! Beaufort, his Heav'n 
then heard my Pray'rs? Will you tot deſpiſe me, 
Beaufort ? Will you not in your Turn inſult my Miſery, 
and triumph &er my 3 Oh! Tm to be mar- 
ried, 
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ried, married to-day to one I never ſa w 
Muſt I ? — 

| Beau. The Gods forbid it. 

| Char, Nor can my Tears, or all my Pray'rs, pre- 
vail upon my Father to defer it but for one ſhort 
Day. 

Beau. "Tis ſhort Warning, tis true; but the ſooner 
my Charlotte is marry'd, the ſooner my Charlotte will be 
happy. 

Char. But fay I was to be marry'd to you, would you 
diſpatch ſo ſerious an Affair ſo inconſiderately? Would 
you not ſtop and take a Day to think ? 

Beau. Try me, my Angel, and if I loſe a Moment 
in any Thought, but on my preſent Tranſport, then 
ſhall I not be worthy the Joys I ſhould poſſeſs. | 
Char. By Heav'n it ſhall be ſo: I do confeſs 1 love 
thee, Beaufort; but my Father 
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ſport with the Name of Father. —— Say it once more 
my Charmer. Wilt thou at laſt repay my long and 


Wilt thou be mine ? and wilt thou be mine to- day? 
, Char. Pardon my Modeſty ; I will. 

Beau. Oh Extaſy! 
Char. Stand off, I charge you,and know your Diſtance, 
Sir. Alas! poor Captain, what credulous Creatures 
are you Men in Love? Ha, ha, he 

Beau. Ha! what means all this? 

Char. I proteſt, Captain, I cannot chuſe but ah 0 
ſee how inſenſibly Vanity ſteals upon vou. What en- 
gaging Charms muſt you believe there is in that Soldier's 
Mien of your's, that can win a Lady's Affections ſo in 
a trice? How often have I told you what an Averſion 


Beau, Oh ! Charlotte, cloud not my dawning Tran- 


faithful Services, my Age of Love, with Love? 


( Going to embrace * 
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I _ had to a Red-coat ? and will you not yet be 
fatisfy'd ? 

21 Confuſton! Am I awake? Or is it all 2 
f 

Char. Oh! you were in a Dream moſt certainly ; 
you dream'd as you lay before the Town, that you car- 
ry'd on your Appteaches ſo vigorouſly, that the Beſieged 
had beat the Chertiade, and offered to ſurrender Priſo- 
ners at Diſcretion; but a ſudden Salley from the Town 
awakens you, nail'd up all your Cannon, and beat you 
out of your Trenches. 

Beau. Am I then to become your Scoff ? How have 
I deſerved this Uſage ? . 1 3 
| Char. From the weak Foundation of your Pretenſi- 
ons. — How happily! how gaily may a Wife live 
with a diſbanded Captain upon half Pay! 

Beau. Madam, you' muft excuſe my Freedom, if I 


tell you this is ungerierous. — Iam a Soldier of 


Fortune, I confeſs; yet I am a Gentleman: But were 
[ lefs, che Tong and faithful Service I have paid you, 
the generous everlaſting Love I've ſworn, might at leaſt 
$kreen me from Abuſe, —— But no more ; farewell for 
ever; may your Happineſs ne er be diſcompos'd, by 
a too late Reflection on the Wrongs of wretched 
Io | * 
. Char. Oh Woman! fooliſh Woman ! what have I 
done? what am I doing? Shall I not call him back? 
h! Beaufert, Beaufort, come back and hear 
me. | | 


| Re-enter Beaufort. 
Beau. Your Pardon, Madam; did I not hear you call 
me back ? 


G 3 Char. 
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ried, married to-day to one I never ſaw. 
Muſt I? — 

Beau. The Gods forbid it. 

| Char. Nor can my Tears, or all my pray rs, pre- 


- vail upon my Father to defer it but for one ſhort 


Day. 

Bean. Tis ſhort Warning, *tis true; but the ſooner 
my Charlotte is marry'd, the ſooner my Charlotte will be 

happy. 

Char. But ſay I was to be marry'd to you, would you 
diſpatch ſo ſerious an Affair ſo inconſiderately? Would 
you not ſtop and take a Day to think? 

Beau. 'Try me, my Angel, and if I loſe a Moment 
in any Thought, but on my preſent Tranſport, then 
ſhall I not be worthy the Joys I ſhould poſſeſs. | 

Char. By Heav'n it ſhall be ſo: I do confeſs 1 love 
thee, Beaufort; but my Father 


Beau, Oh! Charlotte, cloud not my dawning Tran- 


{port with the Name of Father. Say it once more 
my Charmer. Wilt thou at laſt repay my long and 


faithful Services, my Age of Love, with Love? 


Wilt thou be mine ? and wilt thou be mine to-day ? 
(Char. Pardon my Modeſty ; I will. 

Beau. Oh Extaſy! | 
Char. Stand off, I charge you, and know your Diſtance, 


Sir. Alas! poor Captain, what credulous Creatares 


are you Men in Love? Ha, ha, he! 
Beau. Ha! what means all this ? 


Char. I proteſt, Captain, I cannot chuſe but laugh & to 


ſee how inſenſibly Vanity ſteals upon you. What en- 


gaging Charms mult you believe there 1s in that Soldier's 


Mien of your's, that can win a Lady's Affections ſo in 
a trice? How often have I told you what an Averſion 


( Going to embrace 1 5 
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I always had to a Red-coat ? and will you not yet be 
fatif c? | 

Beau. Confafion ! Am F awake? Or is it all 4 
Dream ? 


Char. Oh! you were in a Dream moſt certainly; 
you dream'd as you lay before the Town, that you car- 
ry*d on your Approaches {6 vigorouſly, that the Beſieged 
had beat the Cfemade, and offered to ſurrender Priſo- 
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* 
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Beau. Am I then to become your Scoff? How have 
I deſerved this Uſage ? 8 d I 
Char, From the weak Foundation of your Pretenſi- 
ons. — How happily ! how gaily may a Wife live 
with a diſbanded Captain upon half Pay ! _ 

Beau. Madam, you muſt exciſe my Freedom, if I 
tell you this is ungenerous. . I'am a Soldier of 
Fortune, I confeſs; yet I am̃ a Gentleman: But were 
I leſs, che long and faithful Service I have paid you, 
the generous everlaſting Love I've ſworn, might at leaſt 
&reen me fo Abuſe, —— But nv more; farewell fer 
ever; may your Happineſs ne er be diſcompos d, by 
a tos lite Reflection on the Wrongs of wretched 
">; 3 
. Char. Oh Woman! fooliſh Woman ! what have I 
done? what am I doing? Shall I not call him back? 
ch! Beaufert, Beaufort, come back and hear 
me. | 


| Re-enter Beaufort. 

Beau. Your Pardon, Madam ; did I not kear you call 
me back? 
| G 3 Char. 
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Char. Oh! how ſhall I ſpeak ? What ſhall I ay? 
Surely Beaufort can forgive a Woman's Folly, the wan- 
ton Sallies of a Woman's Tongue; the little Vanities 


dur weak Sex delight in; can you not, Beaufort? 


Beau. 1 can do any Thing you would have me do, 


but bear Inſults upon my Miſery. My Love is of ſo 


long a Date, tis grown too ſerious for Ridicule. 

| Char, Believe me, Beaufort, J am ſerious too, 

Beau. Is it poſſible for Woman to be ſo ? 

Char, And for a Proof, accept this Ring ; and as 
often as you ſee it, think on Charktte. 

Gives a Ring. 

Beau. A Ring? but are you ſerious tho“? | 
| Char. Oh! Beaufort, did you but know. — — How 
can you chuſe but know 


Beau. I ne'er was a good Interpreter of Riddles, I 


can gueſs nothing farther than that it is a Ring. | 

| Char. Are you then grown ſo cold ſo ſuddenly ; You 
were not once ſo, Beaufort: Behold theſe Bluſhes ; be: 
hold theſe Sighs; behold that * — ' the ſilent 
Ring ſpeaks plain. 

Bean. 'The Ring ſpeaks! What > — Oh! here's 
a Pofſy mm. HF ith hi Ring (what's next?) my Heart | 
Oh Charhtte, how willing I am to be again deceiv'd ! 
Speak plain thyſelf, and tell me then, wilt thou be mine 
again? Wilt thou deceive again? Again inſult my fond 


' deluded Paſſion? Oh no! thy lovely Eyes ſpeak ever- 


laſting Truth; I have deceived myſelf, and laid the 
Blame unjuſtly upon thee : Seal then my Pardon 
in one kind Embrace, and tell me once again 
thou wilt be mine, and in that Tranſport let me 


die. 


Char. 
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1 Char. I cannot ſpeak for bluſhing ; excuſe my Tongue ; 
n- the Taſk, and think it ſaid; - oi 
es | Beau. Oh! ſpeak my Deſtiny, and kill or ave me | 
t with a Word. ] "I 
o, | . Ghar. Be thine? — vb 9 
ſo Beau. Unhappy — Oh ! farewel. | | f 
Char. Stay, cruel one ! and hear me out; I cannot ö 1 
h! I cannot be another's. Oh 1! Beaufort, I am | 1 
I yours; nor ſhall the Malice of the World divide | 
as us. . 
| Beau. Oh! killing Wann O 2 Sounds | 
g- | By Heav'n my Tranſport's more than I can bear | 


But hold, my Charlotte; our Time thou know'ſt is 
w mort. Within this Hour you muſt expect your Father's 

Summons ; therefore een now reſolve to tie the ſacred 
II Knot between us, and prevent alt future Danger of a 
I Separation. 
ou 3F Char, How can it be? Tis impoſſible it it can be done 
X | & ſuddenly. 
Nt Beau. Tis very ak Your Brother's Servant Plit- 
| well has a Priſoner in your Father's Cellar, who is * | 
es lify'd by his Office to perform the Ceremony. | 
71 Char. Plotauell got a Priſoner ? What do you mean? 
0 Beau. "Tis a Contrivance of his, in concert with me, | 
ec to prevent your Miſery, and make you happy. Thou | ; 
nd malt know all at large hereafter. 4 


— — — CI—_ Y 


ern Char. What you propoſe, I cannot diſapprove. 

— Beau. Come on then, and let blind Fortune frown ſo 
A long as Charlotte ſmiles, Exeunt, 
ain ; | 
me | 


The End of the Fourth A. 
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A C T V. 
SG xe S Paul 
Euter Sir Paul amm Servant. 


Sir Pan]. Gyn N: OT in her Chamber, ſay you ? 
By nor any where to be found? nor 


8. any Body knows when, or whi- 


ber ſhe went! Efeightday'! I what's. 


the Meaning. of all this? Here's 


Trick upon Trick; I can no ſooner diſcover the Bottom 


of one Roguery, but I've another upon me before I'm 

aware. I don't know which way to turn, or what to 
ſay, or how to think. I'Il be hang'd if Sir Toby beri't at 
the Bottom of all this; he Has employ'd his Agents, no 
queſtion, to entice this filly Girl away to mike all ſure; 
and here, F warrant, T fflall have em come by and by, 
juſt as at the latter End of a Comedy, Hand in Hand to- 
gether, down o' their Knees, aſk Pardon and Bleſſing, and 
think all will be well; but they ſhall find themſelves ve- 
ry much miſtaten. Indeed, Sir Toby, theſe Things 
Man't paſs upon me. I proteſt, P always thought 


my Neighbour Tefly a fly deſigning Fellow. Hold! 
let me ſee.— Suppoſe that Fop Forthy ſhould have been 
buzzing hereabbiits. _—_. No; that can't be; — the 
Hople has been clear of him a long while ; he was a cow- 

ardly 


the Fo RME of Loves. 


Courage in an Inſtant. Hold! let me ſee. Now 
think on't, I met the Maſter of the Veſſel upon Change 


juſt now, who told me that my Son came with him; 


and that he ſaw him as ſoon as he landed, accoſted by a 
certain Perſon who carried him in to Sir Toby 7755. 
The Matter ſeemed ſo ſtrange, I ſcarce believed him; 
but now, upon comparing Things together, the Matter's 
plain; *cis all a Juggle and Contrivance of old Tefty's.— 
Tt can be no Body's elſe.” Egad, I'll go fetch my 


Lord Chief Juſtice's Warrant, and ſearch his Houſe im- 


mediately.— A Villain !—detain my Son! 


Enter Servant introducing Sir Toby. 
Sir Toby. Brother P/iant ! how fares it? You ſee, I'm 


come according to Promiſe : My Son has promiſed to 
meet me here ; he'll wait on you in an Inftant. — And - 


as for my Daughter, if your Son be arrived, I'll ſend 
for her in an Inſtant.— Well! how fares the Bride ? 
Ripe and ready Sir Paul, ha ? 
Sir Paul. Here's a deceitful old Rogue now. 
Sir Toby. What dumb? ha, little Pau/ Come, come, 
never fear, thou ſhalt be a Grandfather ere tis long, 
Boy. 


than you are ignorant of my Son's Arrival, 
he's now at your own Houſe. 


Sir Toby. Heigh-day ? What is it 5 again? 
What the Devil's the Matter now ? Pr'ythee, Brother 


Pliant, leave theſe Whimſies, and be merry at thy 
bene 5 * — Sbud, if you won't, I'm re- 
ſolved 


69 


ardly Fellow; the Sight of a Blunderbuſs cool'd his 


Aal. 


Sir Paul. I believe you are one already, Sir Toby; 
nor do I think you ignorant of the Matter, any more 
and that 
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ſolved Pll be merry by myſelf, ſo I will. — Four So 
at my Houſe ? 

Sir Paul. Come, come, Sir Toby Tefty, don't think to 
laugh ſerious Matters off; theſe Things won't paſs upon 
me. What! if one Plot had fail'd; you had another in 
Agitation. You ars reſolved to make ſure Work ? For 
fear you ſhould not fucceed, and worlt upon my eaſy Na- 
ture by fair Means, you were determined to do it by foul.— 
But, Sir, you ſhall find me a Man that knows when J am 
impoſed upon; and dare to reſent it. 

Sir Toby. Fair Means! foul Means! impoſed upon 
and reſent it! What the Devil ! art thou poſſeſſed? = 
Thou talk'ſt in Parables, Man. 

Sir Paul. Ignorant of the whole Matter, I warrant 

you ! Bat, Sir, you ſhawt find thut I'm {&: EF ſuppoſe 
by this Time your Plot has ſucceeded; I dee r 
_ * 4 are married; they're faſt ere this. 
Si 2g. Pr'ythee, what doſt mean? | 

Sir Pas}. Mean? Whom fhoutd-F mean n 


Olivia and your Son.—— A Rape, à barbarous Rape, 


and of your on baſe Contrivanice. 

Sir 7057. O ho ' egad, I begin to ſmoke the Matter riow. 
A-hah! 2 Val. is it {& then? 80 hot upon the Mat- 
ter? This is better and better ſtill. — I wonder'd; in- 
deed, the young Dog wouldi't cm Hog with nie; but 
pretending a little neceſſary Buſineſs, would needs meet 
mie here; and now all's out, ¶ Afar.) Well! Neighbour 
Phant, I'll aſſure you I know nothing of all this Mat 
ter; but 6gad Pm glad ts hear it for all that, with all my 

Heart. 

Sir Pau. Glad! ws doubts it? that you've outwit. 
ted your old dbating Neighbour and Friend, Sir Pau 
Phant! A very triumphant Action truly hut your 

Game 
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Game is not up yet, Sir Toby, I ſhall diſannul the Mar- 
riage. 

Sir To. How ? 

Sir Paul. J ſay, I ſhall diſannul the Marriage, Sir Toby, 
and get your Rogue of a Son hang'd into the Bargain. 

Sir To. Zounds, Sir Paul, what d'ye mean by this? 
This is carrying Matters too far: You ſhall find I can be 
angry as well as you.——My Sona Rogue? Hang'd ſaid 
you ? 

Sir Paul. Yes, hang'd, Sir, if Bigamy deſerves it, as 
our Law ſays it does. 

Sir 7b. Ay; fay you ſo, Sir Paul? Why this is mighty 
well. — What! have you done? Mayn't we have a little 
more of this hanging Story? 

Sir Paul. No Matter, you may ſpare your Jeſts ; what 
I fay, I'll do and juſtify ; and what I faw and heard, I 
will believe. 

Sir To. Why ! what did you ſee and here, pray? 

Sir Paul. Why, I ſaw your Grandſon and his Nurſe 
together, and over-heard all her Diſcourſe with Piatævell. 
how ſhe threatened his Maſter Valentine in the Behalf of 
her Miſtreſs, _ . and was informed too of my Son 7i- 
mthy's being decoy'd into your Houſe this very Morning, 
by one that ſaw the whole Tranſaction What! 
you think I know nothing of the Matter ; nothing of 
your Contrivance ; but tho” it be too late to prevent, tis 
Time enough to revenge. | 

Sir 72. Sdeath, I can bear it no longer. Zounds, Sir, 
us all a Lye, and a damn'd Contrivance of your own, 


m order to fave your Daughter's Portion : But I'm not 


to be impoſed upon by ſuch an old Rogue as you are. 
'dbud, Sir, draw. 

(Sir Toby draws. 

Sir 


| 
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Sir Paul. What ! to be chous'd and murther'd too 
that's hard indeed... Well, Sir, I ſhall defend myſelf 
however, as well as I can. (Sir Paul draw; 

Sir To. *Sbud, ſure he won't fight, will he? I was in 
hopes I ſhould have bully'd him. Egad I find I muſt ſet 
the beſt Leg foremoſt, and be valiant, whether I will or 
no. | Aud. 
Sir Paul. Come, Sir, come on, I'm ready. 

Sir. To, What the Devil makes Valentine ſtay fo long? 
Sure he'll come preſently.— Egad, I've no Stomach to 
Fighting. | 

Sir Paul. Come, Sir Toby, why d'ye delay? You fe 
I'm prepar'd to receive you. | 

(Sir Toby foams at Sir Paul at a great diflance, 
| @ohile Sir Paul ſtands on his Guard.) 

Sir To. Have at thee then. What the Devil! will No⸗ 


body come to part us? I ſhall be drill'd thro' the Gut 
here in Defence of this ungracious Son of mine, before 
any Body comes to my Reſcue. 


Enter Valentine, Silvia, Worthy, and Olivia. 
( Val. and Worthy part en.) 

Val. What Fiend has ſown theſe Seeds of Enmity be- 
tween my Fathers ? | 
Sir To. Who the Pox ſent for you? What Buſineſs is 
it of yours ? Sbud let me come at him. 

Sir Paul. I fear you not : 
Val. Pray, Gentlemen, be pacified : Methinks this 
ſhould not be a Day of Strife ; but Mirth and Gaiety ; 
It is your Children's Wedding-day. 


Sir To. Art thou marry'd faith, Val, ? Egad I'm glad 
on't with all my Heart, were it but to vex the old Put 


Sbud 
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'Sbud Il be merry this Day, if it be but in Spight 
of him. 

Val. "Tis very true, Sir, I do aſſure you. 

Sir Paul. Ay, Ay, I knew twould come to this be 
fore-hand ; but it ſhan't do. 

Sir To. Ah! dear Val. was this thy private Buſi- 
neſs? to ſurpriſe your old Pad, you Rogue you? Well, 
Heav'ns bleſs thee, Val. "Tis his Father's own Boy, 
i faith. | 

(Valentine avith Silvia, and Worthy vith Olivia hneel. } 

Sir To. Hah! what do I fee? Are my Eyes open? Am 


I awake ? 
Sir Paul, Hah! 


Wir. Firſt, Sir, I beg your Pardon, and your Bleſ- 
ling here. We are the great Offenders. 

Sir Paul. What! is this a Plot of yours then atlaft ? 
Out of my Sight ; out of my Doors both ; nor ever dare 
to ſee my Face again. 

Oliv. Here me but ſpeak, dear Father, and then de- 
termine as you pleaſe. Worthy's Love to me has been 
long, and I believe as pure; nor was Love his only Me- 
rit; his Virtues, Fortune, Birth, all pleaded in his 
Favour : But if no Reaſon I can urge in my own Be- 
half, has Weight enough to appeaſe the Storm I ſee is 


| gathered on your Brow, what has my Siſter done, 


(pointing to Silvia.) your Arabella ? Tho' I am wretched, 
and have loſt your Favour, I'm happy ſtill in that I've 
found a Siſter for myſelf, for you another Daughter. 

Sir Paul. Hah ! my Olivia, thou talk'ſt in Wonders. 
Riſe all; methinks my Genius whiſpers in ſurpriſing 
Tranſports to me Arabella! Oh ! *tis ſhe, and all the Fa- 
ther in me melts with Joy and Tenderneſs. But fay, 
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| how comes all this to paſs ? How: com'ſt thou here 


my Arabella ? 
Sil. Oh Sir !the Story of my Life ſince. I loſt you, is 13 


and full of fad Variety ; at Leiſure you ſhall know all 
at large; but now my Griefs are at an End, and Iam 
happy; doubly. happy now, both in a Father's and a 

_ Huſband's Love. Now I may boldly own a Secret which 
has long been kept: For when my Siſter, to avoid the 


Match ſhe lik'd not, left your Houſe this Morning, 
and Worthy, by concert with Valentine, had brought 
her to- my Lodgings, (where their Hands were joined,) 
after the Ceremony was paſt, we began to talk of various 
Things : She kindly told me all the Story of their Loves, 
and in Requital, I disburthen'd all my Heart, and 
would relate the melancholy Tale of all my Sufferings ; 
but when I told my Name and Family, the Scene was 
changed, our Tears were turned to Joy, and our tranſ- 


ported Souls were loſt in Raptures: Valentine too no 
ſooner heard the bleſt Diſcovery, but finding me to be 


your Daughter, he no longer could contain his Joy; ; 


Proclaimed aloud our Marriage, which Fear of his Fa- 


ther till then had kept a Secret, and own'd me for his 
Wite. 

Sir Paul. O Arabella / *tis Joy unſpeakable to ſee 
thee once again. But why, good Heav'n, muſt this 
Blefling be attended with a Curſe ? 'Tis Grief of Heart, 
my Arabella, to ſee thee married ta that Villain's 
Son. | 
Sir To. Sir Paul, 3 now cool and calm, and 
have laid by my Paſſion; pray do you ſo too, and 
hear me. 

Sir Paul. Wnat can you ſay, Sir Toby?. Where is 
my Son? Have you not decoy'd my Son? 


Sir 


3 ad _— 1 ä a a a4 — 2 
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Sir To. By Heav'n not I; nor can I gueſs your 
Meaning by it. Already you ſee I'm clear'd of half 
your Charge againſt me by Proofs indubitable; (pointing 
to Olivia, &c.) Nor do I doubt to clear myſelf in your 
cooler Judgment of all other Imputations to my Preju- 
dice. You ſay I have decoy'd your Son, and that 
he is at my Houſe: Pray then, Sir Paul, go with me 5 
ſearch all my Houſe ; examine all my Servants upon 
Oath ; and then acquit 0, or condemn 8 
pleaſe. 


Sir Paul. Agreed ; till when I will ſuſpend my 
Judgment, 5 
Sir To, Come on then. Exeunt· 


ScEnE changes to Sir Toby's Cellar. 


Pedant, Timothy, Lucy, Plotwell. 
Lucy. Sir, "tis thro' a thouſand Hazards I have run 
to pay this Viſit to your Misfortunes. This honeſt Jay- 
lor did inform me fully of your Worth and Character, 
and by his Privity and Aſſiſtance I've ventur'd hither ; 
tho? if my Father Captain Scare-devil ſhould know 

Plat. Oh Madam! you need not doubt my Secreſy. 
Tim. Never ſtir, Madam, if I am more rejoiced at 
your lovely Preſence, and the Tender of your Affections, 
and Promiſe of Marriage, which you have been pleas'd _ 
to make me, than-I am to think how beneficial this 
Marriage will be to the reſt of Mankind ; our Eldeſt- 
born can never prove leſs than 2 * 

of the Jokers. 5 

Lucy. I muſt confeſs I always defir'd to marry a Wit, 
and the Character I had of you, enamour'd me. Princes 
have wood me long, and woo'd in vain. — ]llite- 
HK 2 4 rate 
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rate Wretches, I deſpiſe em. Vour Wit alone could 


captivate my Heart. 

. Ped. Timothy be careful; you remember the Proverb, 
Mulieri ne credas, ne mortuæꝶ quidem. 

Tim. Poh ! Pox of Proverbs! Oh Madam, I was al- 


ways facetious from my Cradle ; my poor old Nurſe 


us'd to cry, and fay, ſhe was ſure I ſhould be ſhort- 


 liv'd; I was too witty for my Age. Then would I 


laugh up in her Face: Ah! you little Rogue, do you 
laugh, ſays ſhe. I ſhall never forget it the longeſt Day 


I live. 


Lucy. I never would have run the Riſk of my Father's 
Anger thus for your Sake, if I hadn't perfectly under- 
ſtood your Perfections. | 

Tim. Then I ſhall never forget how J us'd to fit at 
home by the Fire Side o' Winter Nights, and play at 
Crambo, Oh! Crambo was Meat and Drink to me 
and tell a many ſuch comical Stories, would make all my 


. Father's Men and Maids laugh till they bepiſs'd them. 


ſelves. You muſt know my Father's a rich Man, 
and Pm his only Son and Heir, when I'm in my own 


Country 
"Ms But Time flides while we are talking. The 


next Time I vifit you, I'll bring a Prieſt with me, who 
ſhall join our Hands. 

Tim. O Lord, Madam, that may be done this In- 
ſtant z my Tutor here can do the Job as well as any 
Man at all; can't you Tutor? 

_ Ped. Why, upon Conſideration, Mr. 7i mot hy, I am 


of Opinion that Delays may be dangerous, and r 
hazard * Loſs of this — — 
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Love's Criſis in the happy Minute lies, 
Hit but that Minute, and you gain the Prize. 


As a late ingenious Author very elegantly expreſſes him- 
ſelf. ; 
Tim. Then pray, dear Madam, don't delay. -, - 
Lucy. Well! I'm content; I hope Neceflity will ex- 
cuſe all Indecency. 
Tim. Come then, Tutor, pull out your Book, and a- 
bout it. See what it is now to be a Wit. 
| Sir Toby at the Door within. 


Sir To, Sirrah ! who are you? What do you keep 


Guard for? Open the Door I ſay. 
Plot. afide to Lucy.) Hearky'e Lucy; we're all undone ; 


there's my old Maſter; what ſhall we do? 


Lucy. Nay, as you brought me in, you muſt help me 


out. 


Sir To. Open the Door I ſay. 

Pht. We muſt hide our Priſoners, that's certain. (A. 
fide.) Hark, Gentlemen, there's my Maſter Captain 
Scare- devil at the Door, he's in a great Rage at ſome- 
thing ; let me adviſe you to hide yourſelves in theſe two 
empty Hogſheads ; if he miſſes you, I'll tell him you 
were ſet at Liberty by this Lady, his Daughter's Orders. 
She muſt pacify her Father, and take another Time to 
conſummate your Nuptials. 

Tim. With all my Heart, Faith. 

Ped. The Contrivance pleaſes me. Diogenes the Cynic 
lived in a Tub, 

1 Scuffle, Sir Toby, Sir Paul, Oc. enter, driving 
| Snapſack in before them. | 

Sir To. So, Plotwell! What's here a doing? What 
doit do here with this Trull? And why was that Raſcal 
let to keep the cor? 8 

H 3 Val. 
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Val. Lucy, how came you hither ? " 

Sir Toby. What ! is your Rogueſhip dumbfounded ? 
Phe. Sir, I only came down into the Cellar to drink 
my young Maſter and Miſtreſs's Healths. 

Sir To. Sirrah ! that ſhall not ſerve your Turn: 1 
know your Rogue*s Tricks well enough. Sir Paul here 
aſſures me that his Son lies hid ſomewhere in my Houſe : 
Do you know any thing of the Matter? 

* Phe. Indeed not I Sir, How ſhould I know? 

Sir Paul. Pray, Sir Toby, let theſe Fellows be examin- 
ed ſtrictly; there's ſome Miſchief at Bottom, my Life on't. 

Sir To. Sirrah, confeſs the Truth, or I'll find a Way 
to force it from you. 

Phot. What would you have? Out of nothing I can 
confeſs nothing. 

Sir To. Fetch me a Couple of Horſewhips. I'll ſoften 
you, I warrant you. (Serwant goes out and returns with 
ren Whips.) So, ſtrip theſe two Raſcals. 

(They firip Plot. and Snap. 

Ew  Phtwell, What ſhall we do? I'll confeſs all. 

Plot. Confeſs and be hanged if you will, I care not. 


Sir To. Nowgive each of them a Whip, and let them 
ſcourge the Truth out of one another; and if they favour 
one another, I'll ſend them both this Inſtant to Brideavell. 

Plat . Come, Snap/ach, behave thyſelf like a Man; we 


can't confeſs more than we know. | 
Sir To, Come, come, begin, or to Bridewell ye go. 


Plot. There's no Remedy, Snapſack; come, there's 
no Malice. ( Kiſſes him.) Now begin ; ; thou ſhalt give 


the firſt Blow. 


Snap. No, you muſt begin; you're the greateſt Krave, 


I am but an Underſtrapper. 


Ply. 
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Pht. Then I'll give thee the firſt Blow. . we him. 
That's for keeping Centry no better. 


( They whip one 3 
Sir To. Hold a little. Well Gentlemen; how dy'e 


like it? Will you confeſs yet ? What! dumb ſtill? 
Nay, then you ſhall play out the Rubbers: Come, come, 
to it again, 

Snap. O hold Sir; I will confeſs. 

Plot. Hold your Tongue, you Chicken-hearted Puppy. 

va "| Strikes him. 

Sir To. Goon; What ! will you confeſs ? 

Plot. Well! ſince I ſee it muſt out, if your good Wor- 
ſhips will give me your Pardon, I'll confeſs all I know. 

Sir To. Be quick then, and ſpeak the Truth. 

Plot. Firſt, Sir, I do confeſs that in order to prevent 
the Match which you deſigned for my Maſter to-day, I 
furniſh'd Mr. Worthy with the Means of viſiting Mrs. 
Olivia, and contriving their Eſcape together to be mar- 
ried ; and to make all ſure, put Sir Paul out of Conceit 
with my Maſter Valentine, by meeting him with the 
Nurſe and Bantling this Morning. 

Sir Paul. Villain! was that a Contrivance of yours 
then ? But.what of my Son ? 

Plat. Why Sir, I do confeſs that to prevent my young 
Miſtreſs Charlotte's Marriage with your Son, I watch'd 
his Landing, decoy'd him hither, made him drunk, and 
have kept him Priſoner here ever- ſince, that Mrs. Char- 
lte might have Time and Opportunity to be married to 
Captain Beaufort; which was done een now in the Cel- 
lar, by Mr. Pedant, Sir Paul's Son's Tutor. 

Sir To. My Daughter married, ſay'ſt thou, Villain? 
Ok! the Strumpet ! Run Sirrah, fetch her hither. 

| (To a Servant. 
Sir 
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Sir Pa But where is my Son ? Produce him, let me 
Pe him. 

Pht. He and his Tutor are in thoſe two Hogſheads, | 
Str Paul goes to the Hogſheads, 

Sir Paul. m, Where art thou? 

Tim. Oh ſpare me, moſt noble Captain Scare-devil ö 
Indeed, I have not married your Daughter, nor ever will, 
| Oh — Oh lo 

Sir Paul. What's that he ſays ? Releaſe bim from his 
Priſon. (Servant ere Tim. and Pedant out of the 


Hog ſpeads. 

Vn. Oh! Oh! Oh! 

Ped. Monſtrum horrendam, informe, ingens cui Lumen 
ademptum. 

Sir Paul. Timothy ! Pedant ö Why don't you riſe ? Do 
you not know me? I am your Father Timothy. 

Tim. peeps up. Oh Tutor, Tutor, here's my Father, 
Sir Paul Pliant, come to redeem us already. 
Pied. Oh Sir Paul, I am very glad to ſee yon; you 
come in good Time to redeem us from Captivity, and the 
mercileſs Hands of Pirates. 

Sir Paul. Pirates, quotha ! What Villanies here have 


been tranſacting. 
Sir Toby walks up and down in a great Paſſion, Val. 


follows him endeavouring to pacify him. 
Pal. Sir, if you pleaſe. 
Sir To. I tell you I am not pleaſed, nor ever will be 
pleaſed, till I've turn'd her out of Doors, and ſent her 
Captain to the Devil. 


Enter a Servant auith Beaufort and Charlotte. 
Char. Oh! Sir, upon my Knees, I beg your Pardon ; 
hear me, and forgive me. 


Sir 


Sir 


the FORCE Love. 81 


Sir To. Forgive thee, Sorcereſs ? Haſt thou not 
brought a Scandal on thy Name and Family ? — 
deze that Villain. — (points at Beaufort.) I'll have 
him hang'd or drown'd; or ſome way or another, I'll 
make an Example of him in the firſt Place. 

Beau. draws. Hands off, ye Scoundrels ; — And 
know, Sir Toby, tho” I beg your Blefling, yet I ſcorn 
your Threats or Frowns:— Or uſe me like a Gen- 
teman, or not at all, . Vour Daughter is my Wife. 
Who dares diſpute my Title ? 

Ped. Your Title, Sir, myſelf can well atteſt ; I join'd 
your Hands this Morning, tho* then ignorant of your 
Names and Qualities, -—— 


En tibi ego ignarus Thalamos Tedaſque parabam, 


As the Poet ſpeaks, 

Sir To. A Pox confound your Pedantick Noddle for 
your Pains. 

Sir Paul. Come, Sir Toby, the Captain looks like a 
Gentleman. Pray be pacify*d ; we'll all join our 
good Offices towards making up this Breach. 

Beau. Gentlemen, I thank you; I do confeſs my 
Sword is all my Wealth; and faithful, honourable Love 
my only Merit : Fortune was cruel, and frown'd upon 
ny younger Years, and drove me helpleſs and forlorn to 
wreſtle with the buſtling World. My Father was a 
Chevalier of France, his Name Boureau. 

(All are ſurpris'd but Sir Toby, who walks 
till about in a Paſſian. 

dir Paul. Ha ! thou ſpeak'ſt of Wonders. Go on. 

Beau. I ſpeak Truth, Sir; theſe Gentlemen have 


unn me long, tho' ignorant of my true Name and 


Fami- 


82 The PRRIUR 'D D RVO TEE: Or, 


Family. Misfortunes drove my Father from his Home, 
with an Intention to ſettle here in England. Seven 
Winters then had never ſnow'd upon my Head, but yet 
one Siſter with myſelf attended him: In our Paſſage 
we were caſt away. Myſelf, by the Aſſiſtance of a 
Servant, (who is ſince dead) eſcap'd upon ſome broken 
Timber to the Coaſt of Holland: We went to the Eng- 
45 Army then in Handers, where I was bred, and e- 
ver ſince I have been able, have worn a Sword in the 
Engliſb Service: But my poor Father, and my helpleſs 
Siſter, both were loſt. (Sir Paul runs and embraces him. 
Sir Paul. My Son! my Son! O teach me Heav'n to 
receive theſe Bounties as I ought ! *Tis Joy ineffable, 
too rapturous, and too mighty for my Age to bear: 
Sec here the old Boureau, once wretched, now thy hap- 
py Father : See both thy Siſters too ; this leſt behind in 
France, this ſav'd from the F ury of the Waves with me. 
Olivia, Arabella, embrace your Brother. O let us 
all embrace. | = 
Beau. My Father, and my Siſters! Unlook'd for 
Bleſſing! Joy has ſurpriſed my Tongue, and ſtruck me 
Dumb. What ſhall I fay ? or how ſhall I expreſs the 
crowding Tranſports of my ſtruggling Soul? Oh my 
Father! Oh my Siſters ! Embracing them. 
Tim. What! an't I my Father's only Son and Heir 
then? 
Sir Paul. Unhappy Timothy! I've now no further 
Uſe for thee ; thou art no Son of mine ; but when (as 
I thought) juſt Heav'n had puniſh'd me with the Lobs 
of him who was my real Son, I took thee in thy Child. 
hood from thy Father, who was my Servant, and bred 
thee as my own: Naw thou art what thou wert again; 
but be of Cheer, I will provide for thee as thou ſhalt 
merit. 33 Lucy. 


* 
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Lucy. Egad, I find Thad like to have been bubbled ; 

I'm glad they came as they did, I had been marry'd to 
the Fool elſe. | 

Sir Paul. Now, Sir Toby, I particularly become your 
Suitor, that all may be forgiv'n. I hope you're now 
atigfied as well as I, that there is no further Cauſe of 
Anger left : I hope you will forgive your Children, and 
the Frailty of my Age. 

Sir 7. Forgive thee, Man, ay, with all my Heart, 
Blood and Guts. Dear Val. let me kiſs thee 
He was always the beſt-natur'd Boy in the World. 
—— Right Father, Faith. .. Vou too my Charlotte; 
my Children all, I give you Joy. Joy to all the 


J Company. 


Sir Paul. My Bleſſings too attend you all, my Chil- 
dren. . — Well, Sir Toby, this has been a long per- 
plex d Buſineſs, and has at laſt taken a quite different 
and much happier Turn than all our wiſe Foreſight and 
Deſign could promiſe ; tho the ſurprizing Turns of 
Fortune are nothing new to- me. The Story of my 
Life is full of ſuch Examples. Within at Din- 
ner you ſhall hear it all, by what Accidents I was forc'd 
to leave my 'native Country, and to change my Name, 
— It may be no ill Addition to our Enter- 
tunment, 


How aveak alas ! is all the Pow'r of Man, 
His Strength all impotennt, his Counſel vain ; 
Head n in a Moment all our Schemes deſtroys, 
And weighs our Merit in an equal Poixe; 
Exerts oer all an arbitrary Sway, 


And will afflift or bleſs us in its own juft Way. 
. 


| 41 


P ROL OG UE. 


By a FRIEND. 


OR Author owns (he hopes, without Offence ) 
He treats not wholly at his own Expence: 


Vet gives you no whipp'd Sillabubs of France, 7 

Serw'd up with Sing-ſong, Ribaldry, and Dance. 
Terentian Humour, join'd with Cowley's Wit, Yon 
Tho' coarſely cook'd, would be ſubſtantial Meat : Tre 

But we dare promiſe, in the preſent Play, 
A Roman Supper, —dreſs'd the Roman Way. ] 
Forgive the Metaphors thus oddly choſe ! The 
*Tawvas done in pure Good-nature to the Beaux. The 
Thus teach aue Horace to this Race of Cooks, Thu 
 - More ſteilled in Soups than converſant in Books. 75 
Terence, we tell them, had the Rules by Heart; Thy 
| Diſpoſed his Diſhes with the utmoſt Art ; 7 
But kept the healthful Appetite in wieww, F * 
| Aud ſeaſen'd not his Sauce au grand Haut-Gout, 7h, 
| Simple, tho elegant, was each Deſign : 05 
On ſuch the Scipio's of that Age could dine. 
Nor need wwe doubt, but ſuch an honeſt Feaſt 

Will pleaſe the Spy of this Age, at leaſt; By 
The Few whe judge by Reaſon, not by Rote, 7 
And plead not Cuftom for a taſileſs Vote. 4, 
Tf they can reliſh what our Scenes preſent, 70 
Sit thro the Meal, then move away content, W 
The reſt may rail: Our Hoſt ſhall count his Gueſts, 17 


Net by their Number, — but more ſolid Tefts, 


E P 


1. 


To be Pe by SEL 4. 


TO you, grave Judges of the Pit, Im come, 


To knxw our baſhful Poet's final Doom; 
Yonder he flands, in a moſt piteous Caſe, 
Trembling to hear what Sentence you ſhall paſs. 


He humbly begg d, that I his Cauſe wou'd plead; 
Thoſe moving Eyes ( ſaid he) muſt needs ſucceed : 
The Beaux you'll doubtleſs to our Party gain, 

Thoſe gen rous Sparks can't hear a Maid complain, 
Hear her for Mercy ſue, and let her ſue in vain. 
Thoſe damming Blades, the Criticks, moſt I dread, 
Who ſeldom mind what's by a Woman ſaid, 
Except —"tis.in a Corner, or a Bed. 

There, there, indeed, you cannot be withſtaod ; 
Criticks themſelves are made of Fleſp and Blood. 


I heard, with Patience, wwhat he had to ſay ; 
But firſt, like a true Lacwyer, took my Fee, 
Then promis'd him my Intereſt for his Play. 
Aud fince Pm Council for the Poet choſe, 
Fl flead his Cauſe, tho I were ſure to boſe. 
Well then Confider, Sirs, our Bard is young, 
Ms the firſl Time his modeſt Muſe e er. ſung 3 


I 


EPILOGU E. 


+ EP TLOUS EN 


Shell fing. more axtfully another ar. 
*Tavas'nt a Day did Rome's bright Fabrick rear. 
A tender Plant ſoon withers and decays, 


Hr eubward Notes tet your Tadulgence ſpare, a>; 8 


Duleſi tit warn d with the Sun's genial Rays : 
So drvops the Infant Muſe, her Spirit's gone, 
- Without the enliv'ning Plaudits of the Town. 


But, after all, ſhoud'nt his Cauſe prove gad, 

And you're reſolv'd to nip him in the Bud; 

Yet for my Sake this Fawour grant him fill; 

Let him live one Third Night, damm bim if you 
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Moust-T Rap; 


OR, THE 


CAMBRIAN PATRIOT. 


8 «„ 


2 WES Inbuman Men, 
Skilful i in Guile and Miſchief, have contrived 


A Dire Macuine, full of inſidious Fraud, 
They call a TRAP, a mortal Foe to Mice. 


Hom. Batr. 


ROBERTO LLOYD 
ARMIGER®O, 
COLL. MA D. OXON. | 
Socio- Commenſali. 


SS 2977 UM MUSCIPUL 4 fra, in Muri 
um /olummod} Pernicem excogitata, mihinet- 

ipfi quoque in Damnum ceſſerit; utpote que 
in Lucem prodierit alienis Maculis abund? 
inquinata ; Nugas has, qualeſcungue fint, 
novis Typis mandare potius wiſum eſt, quam Mendacis Pre: 
hi Errata agnoſcere, '&que? ac mea. 


1 


ROBERT LLOYD, Eſq, 
© Fellow-Commoner 
| O F | 
Mac DALEN CoLLEGE, 
1 N 


RD INCE my MuscievLa (which was in- 
in vented with no ill Defign on any living 
Creature but Mice) has prov'd very pre- 
judicial to its Author, by falling into un- 
n skilful Hands, and appearing in Publick 
moſt ſhamefully incorrect, I reſolv' d to reviſe my Pxo- 
ver, and publiſh a New Edition of it (trivial as it is) 
that I might not be accountable for the egregious Errors 
of an illiterate Printer. | 


How 


6 DEDICATIO. 
At wereer, Juvenis dilectiſſime, ne me Licentiam Phe 


guam Poeticam /umpfiſe credas, dum tua Nomine Opuſculum | 
hot aujim exornare, quod iracundioribus quibuſdam vir ir 
Foe fi it& foret, - 


Patriæ tuæ Laudem confici videatur. 
due ego dignus Nm, qui in Gentem tam illuſtrem turpiſſ - 


mam facerem Contumeliam ; 5 nee Tu, qui eam in Te acci. 


eres. Leviores autem ſunt he ludicræ Muſe Exercita- 
tiones, quam ut Fame Cambro-britannice ęuicguàm poſ- 
fent ditrahere, aut ut Authorem 


eee 
In mala.— 


Fatendum quidem oft, me humilius Argumentum e Pau- 


bo Lazdis febcundifſimo_cepiſſe, qui ſublimiores potizs Epico 


Carmini Inagines, quam ridiculo Poemati Materiam ſup- 


peditaſſet. Preterquam verò quod inclyta Cambrorum 


Gia Jocoſz minus conveniebant Muſz ; haud Fas erat ca 
Lingua Latina deterrere, quæ non alid aptiùs poſſint exprimi, 


quam qua ipſi utebantur Heroes. Summa tamen Excuſati- 


onis mee ¶ fiquidem quibuſdam Excuſatione carui N. videar | 
heceft; quod nibil aliud wellem, guam ut Amtiquiſſine 


Gentis tuæ Dignitatem meritò oſtentatam e 


wg ampridem Gracia furti vos, 3 potuit, —_ 
Et parum contenta à Chaldæis Aſtro- 


res febi arrogavit : 
nomiam, à Pheenicibus Literas, 2 Cretenſibus ſuum pune 


Jo- 


DEDICATION. 7 
How I ſhall anſwer for my more than Poetica! Aſſu- 


ace, in preſuming to make you the Par Rox of this 


little Performance, I own, Sir, I am at a Loſs; ſince 
ſeme Gentlemen, of too warm and ſanguine a Complex- 
jon, may be apt to put a wrong Conſtruction on my 
Deſgn, and look on it as a very aukward Compliment to 
your Countrymen. 2 

Di I intend it as a Satire, I ſhould never forgive 
myſelf for attempting to aſperſe ſo bold, ſo brave a Na- 
tion; nor can one of your Character, in my Opinion, 
fairly admit of ſach a Thought. This Mockx-Pozm 
furely is too ludicrous, of too light a Nature, to caſt the 
leaſt Cloud over the Glories of any True-Born BRIrox, 
or procure its Author the ſerious Reflection of any 
Man of Senſe. 


I uvsT own I have made choice of a ha Subje@ on 
a People fo highly deſerving, and who are capable of fur- 


niſhing more pompous rages for an Eric Pot, than 


ridiculous Materials for a Piece of Burleſque, Beſides, 
as the Exploits of the Cambro-Britons are too Great and 
Heroic for the Pen of a Comic Muſe, it would be an Act 
of Injuſtice to commemorate them in any other Lan- 

ge than their own, I have this to offer only in my 
Defence, (for ſome perhaps may imagine I ſtand-in need 
of an Excuſe} that I had nothing in my Eye but the 
Honour of your Country, and the publick Vindication 
of its renown'd Antiquity, 

Gaeecs has long ago in a clandeſtine Manner graſp- 
ed at all the Honours ſhe could lay the leaſt Pretence 
to; and not ſatisfyed with having tranſlated 4/ronomy 
tom the Chaldeans, Letters from the Phanicians ; nay 
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-"-, wtram plus Splenderis, Familie, an Nationi Tuæ fis alla 


8 DED IC AT IO. 
Jovem tranſtuliſe, adinventã inſuper MUS CT PUT 


ir 


imperſetam adbuc Gloriam wolait confunmiſe. Cann 
ideirco Britoni Bilem noz moveret, Homeram, qui haud ol ©, 
tra ter mille Aunos abhinc fcripfiſſe cenſetur, ftuj Ho 
kane Machinam nupero attribuiſſe Artifici, que long? due th 
tuftiori Cambrorum Afutice acceptam refert Originen Whuthe 


22 de Causi Famæ Gentis tuæ maturè proſpici 

dum efſe duxi, n> aut Graci Cambros tuos emuli Vets 
tuſlate exuperaſſe viderentur; aut Homeri Faber fua; 
TAFFE IO weſtro Laudes ſurriperet. 8 


Quim werd Cambri tui ob tot eximia Facinora” jufl 
inclaruerint, nil mirere, fi anxius haream quibus Te pre 
fertim Encomiis, Mi chariſſime Condiſcipule, celebra 
geftiam. In quo, & Patrie, & Gentilitie, Virtute tin 
ambigua commiſcentur Elegantid, ut augurari dix liceat 


turus, Obfirmatum in tuendis Cambria Tue Juribus 4 
morem, honeftam in vindicandis Legum inflitatis Pertinaciam 
piam in conſervands Eccleſia: Caſtiſimæ Dignitate Forti- 
tudinem, Majores Tui Tibi deriviarunt. Et quid non optimoe'P! 
Jure ſpondeat ſbi Wallia ; dum accreſcentem indies præco- 
of a 


D EDICATION. 9 


ovVE himſelf from the Cretant, was arrived to 
Boat Pitch of Aſſurance, as to engroſs to herſelf (eſteem- 
ing her Glories otherwiſe incompleat) the /ole Zruention 
Wof the Mousk-T AP. 

How then ſhould any True-Born Ba tro forbear 
ob ſhew his juſt Reſentment, to hear ſo modern an 
\uthor as Hamer, who at fartheſt wrote but Three 
jouſand Years ago, aſcribe this Gx AND ProjEcT to 


it is full well known it ow'd its Original to the teem- 
Ing Brain of a Judicious WE LCM- Max, who 
ved ſome Hundreds of Years before he was born or 
thought of ! 

Fox this Reaſon, Sir, I eſteem'd it my Duty to 
"nvince the World of ſo egregious : an Error, to vindi- 
cate your Country's Right to Antiquity, and to prevent 
au that ſame Homer's modern Engineer from running away 


lier all the Applauſe of ſo »/ef#/ an Invention, which 


I alone due to your celebrated Tarry. 


us 4} And here I confeſs, Dear Fellow-Collegian, ſince your 
acian, Countrymen have been ſo remarkable for their uncom- 
Ferti- mon Atchievements, I am at a Loſs for proper Colours to 
ptimoexpreſs your Merit. For in you, St, the Virtues of 
your Country, and your moſt worthy Family, are ſo 
ambignouſly interwoven, that is is difficult to determine 
whether you are a greater Ornament to the One, or the 
Other. You have deriv'd from a long Train of Anceſtors, 
an unſhaken Reſolution to defend the Rights and Privi- 
eges of the beft Conflitution, and an holy and flaming 
Zeal to maintain the Honour of the pure? Church. And 
may not WA LES be juſtly big with the greateſt Expec. 
tations, when with Pleaſure ſhe beholds ſo 67 1g as 
Genius 


e elaborate Thought of a cotemporary Artiſt, when 
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Mag. Coll. 


w pEDICATIO. 


i Hgemi Gliriam non fine ſummũ Laætitid prevideat ; dim 


hac eximia Virtutem, Semina accurata MAG DALE- 
NA noſtræ Cura feliciſſimis excolat Auſpiciis. 


Cum dehinc ad ſubactam Maturitatem adbleverit T uditi 
Acumen, & inter majores Amicorum plauſus, tenuiores he 
mee Laudes evanuerint ; parvulum hoc mutue Amicitia 
Fignus, ſubind? afpicere ne dedogueris. Negue fit prorſu 
— mei, aui 


Actæ non alio Rege Pueritiæ. 
Sum, 
Omni Obſequio, 


Tibi devinctiſſimus, 
Oxon. 
1709. 


E. Hol pswong rh. 
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dun 
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be 
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DEDICATION. 1 
Cenius daily ſhooting forwards, and Our 'MacDaLEn, 


by her benign Influence, promoting the Grow of ſo 


promiſing a Plant, 


Warn hereafter your Judgment ſhall arrive to its 
full Maturity, and my poor Eulogiums be loft in the 
more extenſive Commendations of your Friends, I hope 
you will ſometimes condeſcend to ſmile on this Trifle g 
and accept of it as a Teſtimony of that Friendſhip 
which has hitherto been preſerved inviolably between 
Us, * x 


i am 
STR, 
Dur moſt Obliged, 
Met Obedient, 
5 5 Humble Servant, 


E. HoLDSWORTH, 
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MUSCIPULA 


Onticolam Britonem, qui primus Vincula 
Finxit, & ingenioſo occluſit Carcere Furem, 
Lethale/q; Dolos, & inextricabile Fatum,. 
Muſa, refer. Tu, Phæbe potens, (uam it 

guog; quondam 

Muribus infeſtum dixerunt Smynthea Yates ) 

O faveas ; & tot Cambrorum e Montibus unum 

Accipiens vice Pindi, adfis dum pingere Verſu 

Res tenues, hbumiligz juvat colludere Mad. 


Mus Dre 


ING, Fray av nly Muſe, in Lays harmonious 
ing, 
The Camnxo-Brirton, whoſe prolifick 
9. 24 Q Brain 

Fir form'd an Exc1we, to the jovial Mice 
Il boding, menacing Deſtruction dire. 
And Thou, All-pow'rfulPuoz Bus, deign to aid 
Her Flight —_ Erſt (as Poets ſing) 
Thou once profeſs'd thyſelf to Mick a Foe, 
Dreadful, implacable : Nor ſcorn to ow n 
Some lofty Cambrian Mount, which lifts its Head 
High as Parnaſſus ; but from thence dart down 
Thy Influence, while ſhe purſues her Theme, 
Tho' trivial, in ſublime, MiLToxic Verſe. 
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ld, ininicum Animal, predari, & wiveri es: 


Hs 
Suetum impunò diu, Spolii qua innata Libido An 
Fuſſerat, erravit, ſeeleratim exercuit Artem Lo 
Inpawidus, ſalienſq; hinc illine, cuncta maligno Ur 
Corrupit Dente, & Patina mal? luſit in onni. Br 
Nil erat intactum, fed ubig; domeflicus Hoſtis Or 
Affiduus conviva aderat; non Mania Furtis « 
Ohare, aut Vectes poterant ſervare Placentas, , i 
Robuſlieve Fores ; qua non data Porta, peredit T 
Tpſe bi introitum, Dapibuſqz indulfit inemptis. = A 
| | A 

Peſtis at hæc tetum dum ſerpfit inulta per Orbem, 
Cambria precipue flevit, quia Caſeus illie T 
Multis olet, quem Mus non, que ac plurima, libat, - 
Aut leviter tantim arrodit, ſed Dente freguenti f 
| Excavat, interiuſq; Domos excuſpit edules. \ 
Gens tota incenſa ef! ſuper his, Rabieſq; Dolorgz : 
Diſcruciant Animos, frendent, Fuga ſumma pererrant, / 
Stare Loco ignorant ; nam Cambris prona Furori 1 
Corda calent, ſubitagz igneſcunt Pectora Bike ; / 


Cum Digitis, credas Animos quoque Sulphure tinZos. 
Ergo 
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To Plunder, and to Rapine giv'n, a Movse, 
Horrible Monſter ! wander'd from Diſh to Diſh, 
And knew no Danger, for ſhe knew no Gin: 

Long exercis'd the fly, Mercurial Art, 

Unpuniſh'd, uncontroul'd ; nor left untouch'd 
Brown Bread or White, or Milk, or Bacon rough, 
Or fragrant Cheeſe, delicious in Decay. 

And, tho* unwelcome, came a conſtant Gueff, 
Daring, audacious, nor would bear Repulſe. 

In vain with Walls, and Bars, and folded Doors, 
They ſtrove to ſtop his Entrance; for with Teeth, 
As Razors keen, he'd gnaw his Paſſage thro?, 

And taſte of Food delicious, without Coft. 

But whilſt this Peſ malevolent ſpread o'er 

The gloomy Face of this Terreſtrial Globe, 

In thee, O Cambria ! chief ſhe tyranniz d; 

For Cheeſe, thy choice Product, tempting ſmells, 
And odorous, which the Mien, meer Epicures, 
Not, as all other F:ands, only taſte, 

Or lightly nibble, curious delicate, 

Dainty, not liking, but with greedy Eyes, 

And greedier Teeth voracious, from the Morn 
To Even, excavate the folid Maſs, | 
And *midft their Eatables prepare their Dome. 

Atithis the CamBRo-BriToNs, vex'd, with Fury burn, 
And Indignation. Madneſs and deep Revenge 
Tear their ſwoln Breaſts. Their Eye-Balls = red 
Appear, with glowing Vengeance, and Deſpair. 
They fret, they fume, from Cf to Clif they rove 
Wandring, impatient ; for theſe Paſſions, Hate, 
Malice, and Diſcord naturally ſhake 
Their State of Mind; and R-a/on never rules, 
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Ergd jubente Ir4, dignas cum Sanguine Panas 
Sumere decretam eft, ſed qud Ratione Latronem 
Tam cautum .illaqueant, quo Vindice Furta repellant 
Incertum ; neg; Felis enim tua, Cambre, tweri 
Tefa, nec adverſis poterat ſuccurrere Rebus. 

Ila guidem varias poſuit circum Ora Caverne 
Jnfidias, tacitag; Pede ad cava Limina repens 
Excubias egit; frufira ; Mus nempe puſillo 
Corpore ſeturus, tantd & preflantior Hoſte 

Quo minor, intentum Prædæ fi forte videret 
Cuſlodem ante Fores, retro irruit, inque receſſus 
Aufugit curves, atque invia Felibus Antra : 
lu: Caput metuens iterum proferre, nec auſus 


Excurſus tentare novos, niſi Caſira moverei 


Prado, atq; omne aberat wigili cum Fele Peric lum. 


Sie Cambri (Cambros Hceat componere Muri) 
Elufere Hoſtes, cam Julius, Orbe ſubacto, 
Inperio adjecit Britonas ; fic nempe receſſit 
Ad Latebras Gens tota, & inexpugnabile Vallum, 
Mantes; fic ſua Saxa inter, mediog; Ruinæ 
Delituit tuta, & defperans vincere winci 


% 
—— 


4 — ewes hot Rd ad hn tt 


No 


The Mous Ex- Trap. 
But ſenſual Appetite claims conſtant Sway. 
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Thus, prompted by their Rage, they doom their Foe, 


With one Conſent, to Puniſhment condign : 
But by what Means to apprehend hi. Foe, 
And put in Execution their Deſzn, 

They know not, dubious; for Ga 1MAL&1N ftern, 
But trivial Aid (if any) could afford. _ 

Vain were their Ambu/cades, her narrow Watch, 
And fly, and ſubtle Motions tow'rds the Mouth 
Of the ſmall concave Dome; the Mous E ſecure, 
Fearleſs within the narrow Compaſs lies, 

Nor dreads her hoſtile Paws ; Greater than ſhe 

By being Leſs. If haply he eſpies 

His watchful Guardian at his narrow Port, 

He ſoon ſculks in, and thro' the dark Receſs 

Runs winding, to Gr1MALK1Ns bulky, Paths 
Unpaſſable, impervious ; yet not dares 

To peep Abroad, or new Excurſions make, 

Till his dire Enemy removes her Camp, 

And Danger, with her Perſon, diſappears. 

Thus whilom Camsr1a (pardon the Compare) 
Baffled victorious Cs AR; when to his Arms 
Invincible BRITANNIA yielded, and 
Confeſt him Lord Supreme, him Homage paid. 

For thus each Camsro-BriTon ftrait repair'd 
To craggy Hill, or hfty Mountain, ſafe Retreat, 
Impregnable by Nature, not by Art. 


— 


Thus, in the conclave Cliffs they ſculk'd, they hid; 


Midſt of deſtructive Ruin ſafe, ſecure, 


And tho of Conq ring thoughtleſs, yet diſdain'd 


To be &ercome ; nor were, tho' fled, o'ercome. 
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Noluit; hinc priſcos memorant longo Ordine Patres, 
Judemitaſy; crepant Terras Linguæg; Senectam. 


Felinos igitur poſiquam Mus /cepits Ungues 
Fugerat, & Britoni Spes non erat ulla Salutis 
A Socio Belli, ſupremo in Limite Terre 
Concilium accitur, quã nunc Menevia plorat 
Curtatos Mitræ Titulos, & Nomen inane 
Semi-ſepulte Urbis ; properant hinc inde frequentes 
Patreſque, Procereſque, & Odorum Sulphure 7 ulgus. 


Tum Senior, cui ſæpè ſuis in Montibus Hircus 
Prolixam invidit Barbam, cuig; Ora Manujq; 
Priſca incruſiavit Scabies, Pectabilis Auld 
Stat media, fractus Senio, Poſtiq; reclinis 
Cambrorum wexato Humeris ; & Gutture ab imo 


Denſas præcipitans Voces, ** Non, inguit aperto 
De Belle, fed Furto agitur ; non exterus Hoſtts, 


4 Sed majus graviuſy; Malum, nimis intimus Hoſpes, 


4 Compulit huc Populum. Dominabitur uſq; Tyranus © 


Mus petulans ? Vos ergo, Patres, vuenerabilis Ordo, 
« DPutis Parriæ pretioſa Salus, finite Dolores 
& Confilio tantos, & fi Spes ulla ſuperſit, 
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At this puff'd up, their GEN EALOOIES 
In Length prodigious they produce, and boaſt 
Their Land unconquer'd, and their Tongue antique. 
Thus when the Movsz long Time Gau ſcap d 


Watchful, Death menacing, and no Relief, 
No Conſolat ion from her Care was found; 
Two Her ALDs, by the Nation's ſtrict Command, 
With awful Ceremony, and with Trumpets Sound, 
Proclaim a CouNnc1L forthwith to be held | 
In the remoteſt Part of all their Land, 
Where now St. Da v1D's (once in high Renown) 
Her Title to a Bifoprick deplores 
Deficient, Shadow of what once ſhe was. 
The Summons heard, the SENATE hither came, 
With Hundreds and with Thouſands on their Way 
Attended, who with ſalph run: Scent the Place perfum' d- 

When ſtrait a Sg NA TOR with Comic Beard, 
In Length prodigious, philoſophic, and 
With Hands by foul Di/ea/e ſcab'd o'er, all rough 
To Sight ungrateful, ſtammering in his Speech, 
Midſt of the Ga AND Avupience thus began. 

* 'Tisn't *cauſe Ojen War, or Foreign Pow'r 
« Infeſts us, that we're here in Council met; 
* But what's more dangerous, a Domeſtic Fee. 
shall then, my Friends, my Countrymen, ſhall then 
A haughty, inſolent Mous z the Tyrant play 
For ever unoppos'd, to CauRRIA' Shame, 
And conſtant Obloquy ? Let Us, on whom 
Our Country's future Woe or Bliſs depends, 
With Force united, and with Arms eſſay 
To 4i/enthrane this proud U/urper, and 
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20 MUSCIPUL A. 
& Propitias adbibite Manus; fic CADWALADERI 


Dum clareſcat Honos, weſtra hic quog; Gloria creſcet. 


Dixit, & ante Oculus Fragmenta, & mucida tollen: 
Fruftula, Religuias Furti, Monumenta Rapinæ, 
Exacuit Cambroram Iras : Nunc æmulus Ardor 
Vindictæ, nunc Laudis Amor, ſub Pectore Patrum 
Ardet, inauditam meditatur quiſy; Ruinam 


Muri, MUSCIPUL AM; flatim extudit omne Cerebrum, 


At quidam ante alios notus Cognomine TAFFT, 
Et magis Ingenio celebris, cui WALL I A nunquamn 
LEqualem peperit, Faber idem, idemg; Senator 
Eximius, fic orfus erat: ** $i Gloria Gentis 
46. Caſeus intereat, metua ne tata Colonum 


% Deficiat Cana, & Menſæ Decus omme ſecundæ 


« - Djvitibus pereat; quoniam ergo Wallica Virtus 


% Et Feles negueant ſuperare hac Manſtra, fabrilis 


«© Dextera quid toffit, quid Machina vafra, Doligz 
t Eæperiar; Dolus, an Virtus, quis in Hoſte requirit ? 


Talia jactantem eircumſtant undeque fixis 
Herentes Oculis, ſperataqz Gaudia læto 
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« Compoſe our preſent Evils; then, while the Name 
« Of great CADwaLADER on Cambrian Hills 

« In Lays harmonious is ſung, or pip'd, 

« Shall this Day's Work be trumpeted by Fame. 

He ended frowning, and before their Eyes 
Producing variaus Fragments, the Remains 
Of an old Mox/dy Cheeſe the Mou ez had eat, 

Added new Fewel to their Flames ; and now 
Deſire of quick Revenge, and pleaſing Praiſe, 
Move 'em alternately : Each does deviſe 
Unheard-of Torments; of all Terms of Peace 
Thoughtlefs, ſhould Terms of Peace be ſought. 

But Ox x Teleped Tar ry, ſoon up roſe, 

Great CamBr1a's chiefeſt Pride, who ſeem'd alone 
For Dignity compos'd, and high Exploit ; . 
Both Vulcan and a Senator, whoſe Tongue 
Dropping down Manna, charming to the Far, 
With ſoft, perſuaſive Accent thus began. 
« If CAMERA, moſt NoBLe Pegs, our Nation's 
Boaſt, 
Should be by this inteſtine Foe deſtroy d, 
I dread the Conſequence ; the poorer Sort 
© Inevitably muſt one Meal forego, 
% And You one dainty Courſe (Afflictions great | 
* Which O ye Gons avert ! ” (Then here he paug'd :- 
For Grief had ſtopp'd the Organs of his Speech) 
But ſoon recovering, his Di/cour/e renew'd. 

Since therefore, nor the Dint of Cambrian Arms, 
“Nor ſhark Gr1MALxin's Paws avail, Ill try 
What my Right Hand, my Art can do, t'expel 
« Mine, and, to me what's more, my Conntry's Foe. 

He ſcarce had finiſh'd, when ſuch Murmur fill'd 
The Crowd, as when the Woods and Rocks retain 


The 
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Murmure certatim teflantur, & unde Salutem- 
Promiſſam „ rogitant, ardentg; deceri. 


Ile Caput ſcalpens, (nam ahem ſcalpere Cambris 
Expedit) horrendum ſubriſit, & Ora reſolvens 
Talia Verba refert : ** Cum feſſus Membra Quieti 
« Hefternd ſub Nocte dedi, & Sopor obruit altus 
« Lumina, Mus audax ſefatus, opinor, Odbres 
Q uos non cuncoctus pingui exhalavit ob Ore 


« Caſeus, acceſſit furtim, & Compage ſolutis 
« Faucibus irrepfit, jamg; ipſa in Viſcera lapſus, 


« Crudas Ventris Opes rapere, hefternamque; paravit, 


« Heu ! male munito furari e Gutture Cœnam. 
« Excuſſus ſubitò Somnis, ſub Dente Latronem, 
« Dum reſilire parat, prenſi, fruſtraq; rebellem 
% Mordaci Vinc lo aſtrinxi. Sic Carcere Murem 


„ Poſſe capi inſtructus, nova mox Ergaſtula, mecum 


« Hæc meditans, flatui fabricare, Animog; Catenas 
« Effinxi tales, mibi guas ſuggeſſerat Oris | 

« Captions, Mirum O] quali regit omnia Lege 

« Dextra Arcana Jovis! Quam cæcis Paſſibus errat 
« Cauſarum Series! Nobis Mus igſe Salutem 


« Invitus dedit, & quos attulit ante Dolores, 


« 45 


bris 


vit, 


44 


1 J0 


The Mousz- Trap. 23 


The Sound of bluſt' ring Boreas : Such Applauſe 
Was heard as Ta rx ended: All demand 
To know this New Invention, Inftrument 
Of promis'd Joy to them, to Mics of Woe. 

Tarey ſome Time deliberating fat, 
Scratching his Pericranium (Cuſtom old, 
Approv'd expedient, when in penſive Mood 
The CamBRro-BrrTon fits, and deep in Thought) 
Smiling Majeſtick, full as Delphian Prieſt, 
To all the Px EAS on either Hand thus ſpake. 

« Laſt Night, when tir'd with Work and Thought, 

I lay, 

« Couch'd on my matted Bed, and gentle Sleep 
With ſoft Oppreſſion ſeiz'd my drowzed Senſe ; 
A bold preſumptuous Mous x, by frequent Scent 
Of toaſted Cheeſe invited, ſtrait approach'd 
« My Mouth wide-gaging, and with agile Leap 
«* Ruſh'd down my Throat impetuous, and within, 
« Plund'ring my Magazine of all her Store, | 
« Alarm'd, I ſuddenly awoke ; mean while | 
The Movuse, conſcious of Guilt, with equal Speed 
« Retir'd, and paſſing by thoſe hoftile Guards, 
« Now watchful, was ſurpriz'd betwixt their Points, 
« And left his Breath with guſhing Blood effus'd. 
Thus then inſtructed that our common Foe 
Might be impriſon'd, and his Power reſtrain'd ; 
* Thoughtful of what had happen'd, I reſoly'd 
« T*exert my Skill Yukanan, and compoſe 
As Fancy ſhould ſuggeſt) a murd'rous Trae. 
O wond'rous! With what conſtant, ſteady Care 
« Does the Right Hand of the dread Thund'rer Jovs 
Manage all Secrets ! ) Thus the filly Movss, 
Prime Cauſe of all our Miſery and Woe, 
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“ Tollere jam ducuit; neve hunc habuiſe Magiſtrum 
« Vos pudeat, Patres; Fas eſt vel ab Hoſte doceri”, 
He ubi dicta, Domum repetit, comitantur euntem 
Plaudentes Populi, atg; benigna Laboribus aptant 
Omina. Tum celeri ſua quiſq; ad Limina Curſu 


Nuncius. it, Laribuſq; refert, que Munera TAFFI + 


Jngenio ſperanda forent ; dumg; Ordine narrant 
Omnia, ; Deis, ut tanta Incepta ſecundent, 
Vota pn why. e pra. ſago Pectore Feles, 
Plus ſolito Iuſere, & (fi Fas credere Fame ) 
Sub manibus Matrum ſaliere Coagula Lactis. 
Intered TAFFI Manibuſg; Animog; wici//im 
LZuſtat magno Operi, & Divina Palladis Arte 
MOSC IPULAMædificat; fit Machina mira, novag; 
 Tnduitur Vultis Specie Tragi-comica Moles, = 


Quin age, i tibi, Muſa, vacat, Spectacula pandas | 


Hfantis Fabrice, & percurrens fingula, totam 


©" Compagem expedias. Quadrati Lamina Ligni 


Summum imumg; tegit ; Filiorum Ferreus Ordo 
Munit utrumgue latus, parviſq; uti fulta Columnis 
Stat Domus; Introitus patet inſidioſus, Amicum 
Muribus Hoſpitium oftentans ; ſed deſuper horret - 

F anua, Perniciem minitans, tenuig; Ruina 
Suſpenſa eft File; (uſq; aded ſua Stamina Parcæ 
Muribus intexunt, & pendent omnia Fils.) 

In ſummo Tecti, mediaq; in Parte Tabellæ, 1 1 
Stat Lignum erectum, ſciſſo cum Vertice, cui Trabs 
Parwula tranfverſim inſeritur, juſieque libratas 
Utringz extendit Palmas, quarum altera quantim 
Deprimitur, tantùm amexam levat altera Portam. 


ovag; 
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« To his own Ruin, and Perdition ſure, 
« Firſt Remedy preſcrib'd with good Effect: 
Nor ſcorn Inſtruction, tho' from one ſo mean; 
« 'Tis worthy Praiſe to learn ev'n from a Fee. 
He ſaid ; departing, all the fav'ring Crowd 
With deaPning Shouts return'd him loud Acclaim, 
Wiſhing him all Succeſs, . elate with Joy. 
Th' Aſembiy thus broke up, each to his Home 
Repairs blithſom, and to his Gops relates: 
Tarry's Emprize; and whilſt they invocate 
Their Aid on his Behalf, (if Fame lye not) 
With more than uſual Mirth GaIMALKIN skipp'd, 
Winding her Tail in many a Wreath, careleſs, 
Unmindful of her Food, or by Preſage, 
Or Inſtinct, thoughtful of far happier Days. 
Tarrr, mean time, with buſy Thought intent 
On this Ga RAT Work, by divine PaLLas* Aid, 
Eres a Movsz-T'xay wond'rous to behold. - 
Now fail me not, O Hu/e.! who thee implores 
Submifſively for Aid, while I deſcribe 
This Artificial FaBr1cx,. Godlike Work. 
Its Zenith and its Nadir were compos d 
Of Wood form'd Quadrate; on each Side 
A Row of ftrong retentive Wire: The Dome 
Stood (as it were) on various Pillars propp'd. 
The treacherous Entrance lay wide ope,. to Mies 
deemingly hoſpitable, but o'er Head 
The Door hung tickliſh, menacing, or Death, 


I br ſtriet Confinement. In the Midſt there ſtood. 


A Column rais'd up forky, on whoſe Top 


A Beam] Lath-like lay croſs, whoſe utmoſt Points 


Stretch'd equal Diſtance both Ways: One depreſt; 
The other dogs the Door contiguous uplift, 77 
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TInteriore Domo, per Tecti exile Foramen 
Demiſſum pendet Ferrum, quod mobile Iudit 
Huc illuc facili Tatu! curvatur in Hamum 
Jima Pars, Eſcamg; tenet ; Pars altera prendit 
Perfidioſa Trabem extremam ; at cum ſenſerit Heſtem 
Lethales guſtaſſe Cibos, Mora nulla ſolutam © 
Dimittit Portam, primumg; ulciſcitur Ictum. 

His ita diſpoſitis, pendentem protinùs Hamum 
Induit Infediis TAFFI, exitioſag Muri 
Jia Alimenta facit; ſed quo fragrantior eſſet 
Caſeus, & Murem ixvitaret lngiùs, Eſcam 
Fatalem torret Flammis, Vimg; addit Odbri. 

Et jam Nox memoranda aderat, cim feſſa Cubili 
Membra levans TAFFI, juxta Pulvinar amicam 
MUSCIPUL AM flatuit, fig; Satellite tutus 
Tndulfit facili Samo. Gent improba, Mures 
 Laſcivi intered exiliunt, Nofifq; filentis 
 Prafidio confifi errant ; tum Naribus acer 
Mus guidam, Dux eximius, Diis natus iniquit, 
Caſtra inimica petit, qud grato Flamine toflus 
Caſeus allexit. Venienti prima reſiſtunt 
Clathra, aditumg; negant ; ſed turpem ferre RO 
Ille indignatus, Munimina ferrea circum 
Curfitat, & crijpat Naſum, intriotumg; ſagact 
Explorat Barba ; jamg; irremeabile Limen 
tegreſſus, Vatiq; potens, triflem arripit Eſcam 
E xitiumq; vorat lætus, potiturg; Ruind. 

TAFFI, exaudito Strepitu, quem pendula Porta 
Lapſa dedit, cubito erigitur, Thala mog; triumphans 
Exilit, impatiens diſcendi, quis novus Hoſpes | 
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Within, from the Houſe-Top, a Wire hangs down 
Dangling, the Sport of every Wind, or Touch; 
Whoſe lower Part, crooked like Fiſh-hook, held 
The Bait ſweet-ſcenting, and whoſe top-moſt Point 
Touch'd lighty the thin Beam ; which, when the Movss 
Unwary, nibbling, moves it, ſtrait lets go, 
Claps down the Door, and holds her Captive bound. * 

Thus all compos'd, and order'd, Tarry ſoon 5 
Baits the deceitful Hook, and makes ev'n Food, 
Preſervative of Life, the Means of Death. 

But firſt, to make it more delicious, and to Micz 
More grateful, odoriferous, toafts it well. 

Darkneſs jnow riſing, and from End to End 
Night's Hemiſphere veiling th' Horizon round, 
And timely Dew of Sleep with ſlumb'rous Weight 
Cloſing his Eye-Lids ; at his Head he fix'd 
His Guardian Mousk-Ta A; ſo ſecure, repos'd. 

Mean Time the jovial Mics (a turbulent Rout) - 
Dance up and down preſumptuous, truſting . 

To the dark Covert of th? opacous Night. 

When on a ſudden their great CaizrTAin-ſnuffs, 
Scenting the Cheeſe, and under Planet born | 
Malevolent, makes towards the hoſtile TR AP. 

At firſt the Lattice barr'd his Way; enrag'd, 

Not able to endure ſo baſe Repulſe, 

Wrinkling his Noſe, from Place to Place he hies, 
And by ſagacious Beard explores the Door : 

And now th' irremiable Threſhold paſt, poſſeſs'd 
Of what he wiſn'd, devours the fatal Bait. 

Tarr v thejoyous Sound o'er-hearing, which the Door 
High pendant, clapping down, had made, aroſe | 
Triumphant, and with winged Speed prepar'd 
To Men to his TRAP his unknown Guef, 
| L3 And 
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Venerat. Intered furit intus Ridiculus Mus, 
Et Fronte, & Pedibus pugnat, jamq; inter walli 
Clathrorum Caput impingit, Ferrumg; fatigat 
Dentibus inſanis. Sic olim in Retia Marſus 
Aus Aper, fremit horrendus, ſinuoſag; guaſſat 
Vincula, Ludibrium Catulis, diſtuſa per Armos 
It Spuma, arrectægue rigent in Pectore Sete. 


Poftera Lux oritur, decurrunt Montibus altis 
Precifites Cambri, po. venit ad Aures 
Res nova ; quippe Afinas, folits Gravitate remiſid, 
Et jam Pigritiæ oblitus, laſciwia- Hazdo 
Aſcendit Montem, qui Cambrum, diſſnus Ore, 
Præconum fimulans, ter rauco Gutture rudens, 

Te celebrat, TAFFI, ter publica narrat Amicis 


Tempore Legatus) per Compita ubigue, per Urbes, 
 - © "Totd Nocte errans, Nofrum frrale Feneftris. 
Sͤtridulis impegit, cecinitg; inſtantia Muri 
Funera. Parturiunt Montes; atg; agmine den/o 
Penbrochiz multus ruit Incola, Mervimizque, 
Quiq; tenent Bonium, & Mariduna Mania Yate 
Ziclhta Merlino ; weniunt faxcunda Glamorgan 
Quos alit, & Vagæ pator, rigiduſq; Colonus 
Gomerici Montis. Tum circumſtante Gorona 
Audit capto TAFFI, iratumg; laceſſent, 

« Nequicquam lucteris, (ait) damnaberis Are 

* Fifima prima mea, memorig; hac Limina tinges 


Gaudia. Bubo etiam (Cambrorum difus ab ills 


a Far- 
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And now the impriſon'd Mous with Fury burns 
And deep.Deſpair ; between the diſtant Bars, 
With Force impetuous runs his frantick Head, 
And with contracted Brow attacks the Wire, 
Implacable, and impotent to bear 
His mighty Grief: So when the griſly Boar 
Once ſees himſelf beſet, in Toils enclos'd, 
He whets his Tusks, he looks aghaſt, he frets, 
Erects his Hide, and foaming churns the Ground. 
Soon as to re-ſalute the World with Light 
Leucothoe wak*d, and with freſh Dews embalm'd 
The Earth, the CamBro-BzxiTons quit their Montes; 
All conſcious of the News, with winged Speed. | 
For now the Ass his Gravity forgetting, 
Wanton, laſcivious as the Goat, aſcends 
The Mountains, on whoſe 'Top he brays, 
Wide-gaping, imitating Cambrian Herald, 
I And Thrice proclaims aloud Great Tarry's Name, | 
rv And to his Friends, high pleas'd, the General Joy; j 
Sounds ominous ? The Ow1 at Midnight flying, | 
Thro' every Town, with Beak uncomely bent, 
Screams out to Mio the Trump of doleful Doom. 
The Hills brought forth, the Camsro-Bairons flock d 
In Numbers numberleſs from every Place, | 
From Pembrook,  Merioneth, and Merlin's Valli, | 
Glamorgar?s fruitful Soil, and from the Banks 
Of Vaga's lucid Stream, and from the Mount 
Of Gomer. When in a circular Form 
The Crowd promiſcuous ſtood, 'T'a v v produc'd ö 
His Captive, and inſulting, thus began. yi 
In vain thou ſtruggleſt, thou by Fate art doom'd 
% My YViaim; on my A/tar ſhalt thou burn: 
far | © Thy Blood ſhall here be ſpill'd, Memorial 


Of 
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| Sanguine; Spes nulla eft, retrd fugientibus obflant 


& Non exorandi Poſfles : Dabis,” improbe, Panas 
« Pro Meritis, Vitamg; fimul cum Carcere linques. 


Vix ea fatus erat, cum Ludicra Felis aprico 
Culmine defiliit Tecti gud ſæpe ſolebat, | 
Cruribus extenſis, molli langueſeere Luxu. 
Aſpicit inſtantem Captivus, & erigit Aures, 
 Gibboſog; riget Terga, nec Limen apertum 
Jam tentare audit, ſed in ipſo Carcere ſolam 
Spem Libertatis ponens, ſua Vincula prenſat 
Unguibus hamatis, Pedibuſq; tenacibus heret. 
E xcutitur tamen & Feles rapidiſima Prede 
Involat, & fruftra luctautem evadere ſæwvo 
Implicat Amplexu, crudeliag; Oſcula figit. 
Nulla datur Reguies; agili Sinuamine Caude 
Gaudia teftatur Vierix, & flexile Corpus 
.-. Laſeivo wverſans Saltu, modo Corpore prono 
Attent? invigilat Muri, modo Colla benignis 
Unguiculis leviter palpans, mentitur Amorem 
Dum lacerare parat; warid fic Arte jocoſam 
Barbariem exercet, lepidaq; Tyrannide ludit. 


At Nugis tandem defe Na, nec amplius Iram 
Diffemulans, acuit Dentes, & More Leonis 
Inpaſti, incumbit Prædæ : jam Pectore ab imo 


Aurmurat, & tremulbs Artus, & Sanguine fparſa © f 


Viſcera dilaniat. Plebs circumfuſa Cruorem 


The Moust-Txr ap. if 


Of our Nation's Joy. All Hopes are vain, 
All Flight th' inexorable Door denies. 
Thou ſhalt have Torments equal to thy Crimes, 
If poſſible) = Not Syfphus's Toil, | 
Not all Zxior's Pangs, when on the Wheel, 
Dire Conſequence of Tattling ! nor the Smart 
« Prometheus felt on Caucaſus, or huge 
« Gigantic Tyius, when with Thunder ſtruck, 
„Shall ſtand in Competition with thy Woe. 

He ſcarce had finiſh'd, when from Sunny Top 
Of that ſame Dome GRIMALKIx leap'd, where oft - 
due lay in lazy Mood, ſtretch'd out at length. 
The Captive, ſpying his Foe advancing ſtern, 
His Ears erects, his crooked Back humps up, 
Nor dares to make Excurſion 3 moſt ſecure 
In his once hated Priſon-Walls, he hugs 
His pleaſing Chain, *till by main Strength of Arm 
Oblig'd to quit his Hold, Gximaikin's Paws 
Salute him roughly, ſtruggling to eſcape. 
No Truce on any 'Terms is granted, ſhe her Joy, 
By waving of her flexile Tail, declares, 
And wanton Leap: Now on the Ground ſupine, 
dedulous, ſhe eyes the Mous ; now gently pats 
Her Neck with her clench'd Claws, pretending Love, 
While in her Heart ſhe meditates Revenge; g 
Thus triumphs barbarous, and the Tyrant plays. 
Now ſhe with ſporting. tir'd, her inward Rage 
No more diſſembling, whets her fatal Teeth, 
And like a Lion falls upon her Prey, 
Grumbling, with Hunger pinch'd, and Limb from Limb 
Divides, obdurate, mercileſs, the trembling Movss. 

Whilſt now the joyous Populace behold 
The wiſh'd-for End of their Inteſtine Foe, 

| With 
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 Inviſum afpiciens, lætis Clamoribus implent | 
 LEthera; Clamoreſy; Echo, Cambræ Iuola Terre, 
Lete refert ; reſonant Plinlimmonis ardua Moles, 
Et Brechin, & Snowdon ; Ficina ad Sidera fertur 
Plauſus, & ingenti firepit Offæ Foſſa Tumultu. 


Nunc etiam celebrant, quotiefq; rewolvitur Anus, 
Te memurant ; Patrium Gens grata tuetur Honorem, 
Feftiveg; ornat redolentia Tempora PO R RO. 
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With loud Acclaim they rend the vaulted Skies; 

And Echo Speechleſs, but when others ſpeak, 
Catching their Voice, well pleas'd, returns the Sound. 
Plinlimmon's Hills, and Snowdon's lofty Mounts, 

And Brechin's and the Ditch of O/a join 

In Chorus, to compleat the General Foy. 

Thou Tay ſhalt for-ever live, thy Name, 
Thy Genius all-excelling, on Record ſhall ſtand; 
Ev'n now, each CamBro-BrirTon, ſolemnly 
One Day on the revolving Year obſerves, 

Of thee Memorial, and thy great Exploits ; f 
And, in their Country's Honour, crown their Brows 
With odoriferous, never-fading LEE K. 
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BATTLE of the FRIAR«s. 
A 
' . Fay 1 
Tragi-Comic Tale. 
IF And of the various Plunder and the Spoil ; 
a 2 no esch th' Approaches of the other 
QY *4 dreads, 
OE 2 vg With two ſagacious Gen'ra/s at their 
How Shot the Elephantine Toth becomes, 
And Boxes rattle in the ſtead of Drums ; 
(The Force of Judgment, and the Pow'r of Chance) 
Of Paſſions overflowing in a Trice, 
Iſing :.—_Inſtrut me to recount the Fray; 
And _ me K than when I play! 


r two Battalions ſet in Rank and File, 
255 7 
£2 
Heads; 
How Luck and Skill alternately advance; 
And all the dreadful Tyranny of Dice, 
M2 


38 BACck-GAM MON: Oy, 
A doughty Friar, Fabris was his Name, 
Of ſober Aſpect, and of goodly Frame, bs 


In Table-Battles many a Foe had flain ; = 
And was become the Champion of the Plain. — 
Wiſer in Art, he bolder grew in Arms, 2 
And all the Country dreaded his Alarms. g 
The holy Brotherhood with Terror ſtruck, * 
All the Lay-herd were Victims to his Luck: — 
The Males againſt him never could ſucceed, - 
And all the weaker Sex were weak indeed. 8 
For in this Table-War the Fair engage, | 
And make ſometimes an Ana oni an Ape. B 
Nothing could ſtop the Friar's warm Career; H 
Some fell for want of Fortune, ſome for Fear : 7 
In num'rous Conflicts he had never fail'd ; b 
When Art fell ſhort, th. Almighty Dice prevail'd. 
Thus the great * Suede triumphantly went on, T 
And Battles, without Number Battles won; T 
Yahtovi'2 his Enemies without Controul ! | 
The hardy Ruffan, and the rugged Pole. == h 
8 But let not this, my Friend, elate thy Mind { 
Survey the dubious Caſualties behind : t 
See the great Charles at laſt to Fortune yield! l 
At laſt view + Peter Maſter of the Field! ( 


+ Hence Caution learn: Oh! learn to be afraid, 
And keep ſecure the Conqueſts thou haſt made; | 
Leſt thou art forc'd thy Trappings to reſign, 1 | 
And the renown'd y Pultowa's Fate be thine. © 
The Friar's Fame, extended far and near, 
Had reach'dat laſt a Brother Friar's Ear. 


* The late King of Sweden. I TheCaar. - 
De Place where the Czar routed the King of Sweden. 


le 


ide Battle of the Friars.” 
He too in Table-Battles early taught, 
From Alma Mater had the Science brought: 
propoſing wiſely ſome Diverſion hence, 
If doom'd to toil in Ee, or the Fens. 
Vituleo deem'd it but a pious Care, 
Both to revenge the Holy and the Fair ; 
And Expectation of the coming Sport, 
Made a long, ſultry, tedious Journey ſhort. 
They met: And dauntleſs at the fatal Board 
The Signal gave.—Size Quator was the Word. 
Fabris, with Pleaſure ſparkling in his Eyes, 
Braves his new Foe, and all his Art defies : 
He then his Troops in martial Order plac'd ; 
Vituleo did the fame, and boldly fac'd : - 
(His valiant Troops the Ove Colour boaſt, - 
And Fabris led the Ethiopian Hoſt) 7 
The Battle moves : The wary Chiefs look round, 
To ſee, and gain th' Advantage of the Ground. 
For the firſt Onſet Fabris did prepare, 
And Quator Size began the mighty War. 
(This was a Service he perform'd by Rote, 
And got the * Point that ſuited with his Coat) 
Vituleo then, two Sixes by his Side, 
Came ruſhing forward with a manly, Stride. 
Fabris as yet conceal'd his inward Pain, 
Duce Ace oppos'd, but oh! oppos'd in vain : 
Homeward three Paces mov'd, he ſingly ſtood, 
And ſtopt directly in Yituleo's Road. 
This is my Pris'ner, Sir, Vituleo cries, . 
And if he meets me once. again, he dies. 


e Parſen's Point: 
M 3 
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Fabris 
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Fabris attempts to place him in the Field, 
And Sixes were his Buckler and his Shield. 
With thoſe, alas! he no Admittance found: 
'The Enemy began to ſeize the Ground, 

With Treys into an empty Space he ran, 
And got a Guard too for his Naked Man. 

Trois Ace for Fabris did Admittance gain, 

And he poſſeſs d him of the homeward Plain. 
Duce Ace ſtept forth, and took him on the Pate; 
He falls a Victim to his adverſe Fate: 
And when he came again, he came too late. 
No Room for his untimely Quators now; 
Two Trey: again purſu'd the fatal Blow, 
Filling a Space, and moving forwards too. 

Fabris attempts the Trenches once again; 


But Cinque and Quator made th' Attempt in vain : 


Vituleo preſſes on with Cinque and Duce, 
And made the future Blows of little Uſe. 
This for a Rampart he deſign'd to keep, | 
-. O'er which the nimbleſt Warrior could not leap. 
In Safety now the Olive Squadrons move; 
In vain the Ezhiopian Pris ners ſtrove, 
In Number Three ; they could no farther go, 
Coop'd up within the Trenches of the Foe. 
The Friar almoſt did his Faith renounce, © 
And loſt a triple Victory at once. 

Another Battle Fabris then demands; 
But found that Fortune had forſook his Hands: 
Quite vanquiſh'd, he began to ſue for Peace; 
And ftill Vituleo's Triumphs did inereaſe. 
A little Truce concludes th*unequal Fight, 
And this, like others, ended with the Night. 


The 


The 
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The Morn advanc'd, Vituleo was the ſame ; 
And Fabris did the whole Creation blame : 
The ruder Paſſions to Expreflion ſwell, 
And the poor faultleſs Dice are wiſh'd at HII. 
Oh ! had the Devil on this Method hit, 
To try the patient Man in Holy Writ ; 
Satan had then ſucceeded in his Plot, - 
Back-Gammon would have done, what he could not ! 
Innumerable Battles then were fought ; 
Innumerable Victories were got. 
Fabris was laviſh of his former Gains, 
And almoſt yielded up his whole Domains : 
Unable his ill Fortune to endure, 
Pawn'd the contingent Profits of his Cure ; 
The growing Copp'ces now were ſcarcely fafe, 
The Pig, the Gooſe, the Turkey, and the Calf; 
Made Stake of 'Things Abroad, and Things at Home, 
And ranſack'd ev'ry Corner of his Dome. 
At laſt, deſpairing, he himſelf addreſt 
To one more precious Corner than the reſt ; 
Advancing fly, with undiſcover'd Stealth, 
He mounts a Chimney, conſcious of his Wealth ; 
Plays the Mechanick in the duſty Scene, 
And with his Caffock ſweeps the Chimney clean. 
Now Crowns, and Guineas, and Piſtoles were taken 
Forth from the gloomy Treaſury of Bacon; 
Stor'd in the dark Receſſes of a Cleft, 
Both from himſelf ſecure, and Midnight Theft. 
The od'rous Place th* enfranchis'd Money ſhows, 
And is an Information to the Noſe. 
Vituleo, ſtill victorious, gains the Spoil ; 
The — can do nothing now, but boil. 


Deſtin'd no new Tranſcriptions to endure ; 


42 Back-Gammon: Or, 
The ſhining Tenants to Vituleo fled, 

The empty Sachel was in Triumph led, 

And, to new Offices converted, ſtrives 

To clean his ſullied Table, and his Knives. 

So have I ſeen the nimble Eel diſgrac'd, 

And by a rude Barbarity uncas'd : 

The Meat made ready for the hungry Lip, 

And the tough Outſide dwindled to a Whip, 
Hung up, expos'd in mercenary Shops, 

The Sport of Boys, and Puniſhment of Tops. 

Now Heaps of antient Manuſcripts were brought, 

With which before the Pariſh had been taught. 
Your Doctrines I refuſe, Vitules cry'd, 

And to accept a Pawn from Heav'n deny'd. 
The Victor deem'd them an improper Stake, 
And ſpar'd the Paſtor for the People's Sake: 
Sav'd him the cruel Labour of his Skull, 

And many a quaint Epitome from Bull. 

Now ſlumbers Tillatſon in Duſt ſecure, 


Now Sander/or ſhall with his Conſcience ſleep, 
And Nelſonm his own Holidays may keep. 
Fabris now ſmiles, on ſecond Thoughts, to find 
That all his petty Volumes were behind; 
Rejoices in his undiminiſh*d Stock, 
And till retails em weekly to his Flock. 
But gueſs the Torments which he felt at Night, 
After the Shock of this diſaſtrous Fight ! 
With Dreams of Boxes and of Dice oppreſt, 
His Eyes knew none but interrupted Reſt : 
Duce Ace purſues him with repeated Spite, 
And 1s the Viſion of the tedious Night. 
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To bear ill Luck was more than he could do, 
And be tormented with the Shadow too. 
from Side to Side he turn'd, and turn'd again: 
Words can't expreſs the Friar's anxious Pain. 
Thedreadful Apparition of a Box 
His broken Slumbers ev'ry Moment mocks. 

Provok'd at laſt with this continu'd Scoff, 

He threw the Bed-clothes, and his Slumbers off : 
Down Stairs he hies, with unimagin'd Speed, 
Determin'd to perform a glorious Deed. 

The Tables, the firſt Objects of his Ire, 

Were headlong thrown directly in the Fire: 

They crack'd, and fum'd, and ſparkled as they fir d, 
And mock'd the Paſſions they had once inſpir d. 
And next the Dice, the chief Offenders, went, 
In Vice Companions, and in Puniſhment: - 

By them to many a ſinful Word betray d, 

He for Attonement a Burnt-Off ring made. 

As yet unſatisfy*d, the Boxes laſt x 
He on the Flames with Indignation caft : 

o burn, go burn, ye Miniſters of Vice, 
And rattle, if you can, the calcin'd Dice / 
The One ſoon yielded to the pow'rful Flame, 
And Duſt and Aſhes inſtantly became; 
The other, of a harder Subſtance form'd, 
Obey'd not, but inſtead of burning warm' d: 
Of Braſs compos'd, no Alteration knew, 
But as it hotter than his Paſſion grew. 

This Box had waited oft on Fabris' ſelf, 
And many Years been Servant on the Shelf ; 
Contain'd a Spice immoderately warm, 

Which often does ſome Good, and often Harm, 


Fabris 
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FTũabris, now recollecting what was beſt, 

The antient Service of his Box confeſs d; 
Himſelf for his Precipitation blames, 

And gravely takes it from the dying Flames. 
Reſplendent on the Cupboard now it ſhines, 
And. does the wonted Office when he dines : 
Doom'd juſtly to th'eternal Want of Dice, 

Is now confin'd to Pepper and to Spice. 

Fabris, thus cur d of his long Thirſt of Game, 
And by his adverſe Fortune render'd tame, 
The Sunday after his ill Fate bemoan'd, 

And his bad Conduct in a Lecture own'd ; 
Put on Forbearance with his Sable Robe, 
And preach'd on the moſt patient Text in Jon. 
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Ov. The like to you, dear Char- 
bete. Bleſs me ! how you're alter'd ! 
Il I proteſt you're a perfect Beauty! 

Cher. Fie, Fi ie, Olivia, you ſhould not rally your 
Friends, 

Oliv. I ſpeak my real Sentiments I aſſure you. 

Char. Perhaps my new Gown becomes me. You like 
the Fancy then? *Tis the neweſt Faſhion. | 

Oliv. Tis extreamly neat and pretty, and the Colour 
charms me. If I may be ſo free, Charte, Who made 
you this noble Preſent ? 

Char. From whom ſhould a virtuous Wife receive her 
Preſents but her Husband ? 


N Oliv. 
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Oliv. Youare happy, Charlotte! Fortune has not ſo 
ſmil'd on me. Had I beſtow'd myſelf on any Thing but 
Sir Jahn. 
Char. You don't repent, I hope, already? 
Oliv. How ſhould T do otherwiſe. Charlotte, do but 
ſurvey me. Is this a Dreſs for a Lady? I am perfeQly 
aſhamed, my Dear, to appear in Publick. Every Tradeſ- 
man's Daughter makes a better Figure. 

| Char. The true Ornament of a Wife does not conſiſ, 
Olwvia, in gaudy Dreſs ; but in a modeſt Behaviour, and 
the Embelliſhments of the Mind. The 'looſe Town La- 
dies indeed may ſtudy every Art to attract the Admiration 
of Fools: But a virtuous married Woman is gay enough, 
if ſhe can pleaſe her Husband, - _ 

_ . Oliv. But my ungrateful Wretch, ' though ſo very 
ſaving at Home, is laviſh enough Abroad. Drinking, 
Gaming, and Whoring are the Sum Total of his Ac- 


count. 
Char. Huſh; good Words Olivia! | 
Oliv. Tis no better nor worſe, Charlotte, And when 
after a long, tedious Expectation on my Part, he reels 
Home between One and Two in the Morning, drunk as a 
Beaſt, he flings himſelf on the Bed, and entertains me 
either with the Muſick of his Snoring, or drowns me with 
a Flood of Claret ; not to ſay more. 
Char. Hold hold! you have been too open already, 
and ſaid too much. Give me leave to tell you, you de- 
grade yourſelf in expoſing your Husband's Frailties, _ 
Oliv. Oh, Charlotte, he is a moſt intolerable Bedfel- 
| low! 
Char. And what Reception do you give him when he 
comes Home in this Diſguiſe ? You ſcold, I preſume. 


Oliv. 
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as a Husband. 


The Faiz COUNSELLOR. 49 


. Oliv. Ay, you may depend on't. He finds I have not 
loſt my Tongue. | 

Char. And is he filent at the ſame Time? 

Oliv. No, no, he ſwears like a Bully of 4//atia. 

Char. And does this nnn never advance to 
Blows? 

Oliv. Once the Storm grew ſo high, that I did ex- 
pet them. 

Char. Indeed! 

Oliv. He brandiſh'd his Cane, and threatened me moſt 
violently. | 

Gar. Didn't you dread the Thunder ? 

Oliv. Not I truly ! I ſnatch'd up a Chair in my own 
Defence, and had he offer'd to touch me, he thould I have 
felt the Weight of it. 

Char. A very pretty Shield I'll aſſure you, had you 
had but a Broom for a Launce ! 

Oliv. He ſhould have found me as ſtout as an Amazon. 

Char. Aſter all, Olivia, there is no Conduct in all this. 

Oliv. Don't tell me of Conduct. While he ceaſes to 
at as a Man, L ſhall never be perſuaded . him 


Gar. Ay, but remember what St. Paul ſays, Wives 
be ſabject to your Husbands with all Reverence. St. Peter 
too propoſes Sarah, who called her Husband Lo x D, as 
a perfect Pattern of Obedience. ä 

Ouwv. You ſay right. But then that ſame Paul ſays, 
Husbands love your Wives. In ſhort, Charlotte, let him 
play his Part as he ought, I won't be deficient in mine. 

Char. But where Things are ſo circumſtantiated, that 
both can't bear the Sway, the Wife ought doubtleſs to 
ſubmit. But tell me, aid he with-hold'Þ his Hand, or did 


he vr ſtrike you ? 5 
N 2 Oliv. 
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Oliv. No; the Coward's Fears prevented him. 

Char. But ſtill I preſume you ſcolded on. 
Oliv. I did, you may take my Word for't. | 

Char. And how did he behave himſelf in the mean Time 
Oliv. Why, ſometimes he'd ſeem to be afleep, ſome- 
times paſs by me with a careleſs Air, and diſregard what! 
had ſaid to him. Then again he would take down his 
old Baſs Viol, with ſcarce a whole String to it, and make 
2 a hideous Noiſe.._—— 


| = = Char. At which you 


impatient. 
Oliv. So far, that I could tear his Eyes out. 
Char. Olivia, Shall I be free with you? 
Oliv. As free as you pleaſe. 
\ "ihe You ſhall take the ſame Liberty with me. And 
this Right I think we may juſtly claim, from the ſtri& 
Friendſhip which has from our Infancy been preſerved in 


viclable between us. 


Cv. 'Tis very true. Andthere ; is no one of my Ae 


quaintance, PH aſſure you, that I fo OR love and 


reſpect as yourſelf, 

- Char. Know then, 4 Ws Huchand proves wo 
ſo unle ind or indiſcreet, your State is unalterable. 
merly, indeed, upon a matrimonial Diſtaſte, the 
call'd a Divorce was eaſily procured, and all was in flatu 
quo,” But Authority has long ago abrogated that Cuſtom. 


For better for worſe, till Death do ts part, is now the fa- 
tal Sentence. 


- Oliv Our wiſe Maſters took a wrong Step when they p 


aboliſh that Law. 
| Chay. Fie Olivia, fie, *twas the Will of Heay'n. 
Ob. I can never believe it. a 
{| Char; Tis true tho'. The beſt Expedient 10 
that can at preſent be found, is to endeayour after a mutual 
Peace 
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Peace and Harmony ; to contend which ſhall be moſt 


conformable. 
Oliv. But ſhou'dn't I endeavour to bring him to my 
Bow if I can. 
Char. I can't tell what you call bringing him to your 
Bow ; but I am fully perſuaded, the Husband's Extrava- 
gance is too often owing to the Wife's Indiſcretion. 
Oliv. It ſeems all Things go ſmoothly on between you 
and yours. 
Char. A perfect Calm. 
Olv. But was it always fair Weather from the Be- 
ginning ? | 
Char. I can't fay ſo. Some little Clouds have hung 
over our Heads ; though we never had what you may 
call a Storm. All Men have their Humours, and every 
Woman, Olivia, has her Failings 3 which though they 
deſerve our Obſervation, ſhould never be the Objects of 
our Contempt. | | 
Oliv. Very true. 
Gar. It often happens that Affections grow cold be- 
tween Man and Wife before they well know one another. 
Be very circumſpect therefore in your Conduct at firſt. If 
once there is a mutual Diſtaſte, tis a difficult Matter to 
make up the Breach, eſpecially where the Quarrel ariſes 
to Reflections. A broken China Cup muſt never be 
moved when firſt tis glu d. Let it ſtand till it is well 
dry'd, and it will be as ſtrong as any of the Set. All 
poſſible Care therefore ought to be taken by the married 
Couple, to confirm their firſt Union, and make it 
fix and ſettle; and the beſt Means to attain this End, is 
a reſpectful Deportment, and complacent Endearments ; 
for the good Opinion Men have of us, when founded only 
on our Beauty, is ſeldom laſting. 
N 3 Oliv. 
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Ou. Pray oblige me with your Art of Management. 

Char. I will; and let me recommend my Method to 
your Practice. 

Oliv. Do fo : And Il purſue it, if poſlibly I can. 

Char. There is no great Difficulty, if you are but 
willing. You're both young, and in a Manner newly 
married ; fo that it is not too late to begin. 

Oliv. That's very true. | 

Char. Tl tell you then. But pray mind me. 

Oliv. Moſt attentively. n 

Char. My firſt Care was always to appear before my 
Husband innocently gay, and perfectly good-humour'd 
I ſtudied his Temper and Inclinations; watched all his 


Motions, and obſerv'd what moſt pleaſed and moſt of- 


fended him. In ſhort, I took the ſame Methods as your 
Keepers do with your Elephants, and Lions, and other 


- wild Creatures committed to their Care, that are not to 
be tamed by Force. 
Ov. * hopeful Bargain is one of thoſe wild Ani- 


wr Why will you interrupt me ? Pray let me go on. 
No Man of common Prudence will appear before an Ele- 
phant in White, or a Bull in Red, becauſe thoſe Colours 
are their natural Averfion, and make them outrageous. 
The Sound of a Drum or a Trumpet, I have heard, will 
ſo exaſperate the Tyger, that he'll tear himſelf to Pieces. 
Your Jockies, when they break their Horſes, ſpeak them 
fair, ſtroke down their Mains, clap them on their Necks, 
and practiſe ſeveral little Arts to make them gentle, and 
correct their vicious Habits. How much rather ought we 
to ſtudy the Art of pleaſing our Husbands, to whoſe con- 
ſtant Society, good or bad, we are fatally confin'd for 

Life ? 
Oliv. 
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Olw. Proceed. 
Char. Theſe Things premis'd, I infinuated myſelf in- 


to his Favour, , by avaiding every Thing that I thought 


would give him the leaſt Diſtaſte. 

Oliv. As how pray? 

Char. Furſt, In the Qeconomy of my Family (which in. 
deed is a Wife's peculiar Province) I took Care not only to 
have Things done, but done according to his Fancy, even 
in the moſt minute Circumſtances. For Example, fuppoſe 
my Husband loved one Diſh more than another, dreſſed 
after this or that Manner, or his Furniture ranged after 
this or that Order, his Will was always my Law. _ 

Oliv. But could you be thus indulgent, Charlotte, to 2 
Husband like mine, that's for-ever at the Tavern? | 

Char, Give me leave to ſpeak, and III tell you. If 


I found my Husband indiſpoſed, or out of Temper, I 
never offered to divert him with wanton Smiles, or idle 


Jeſts, but put on a grave and ſerious Look, ſuitable to 
his own. As a true Glaſs always reflects the Image of the 
Perſon that looks in it; fo mould a diſcreet Wife that of 
her Husband, whether exalted with Joy, or depreſsd 
with Sorrow. If he happened to be angry, I either an- 
ſwered him in the ſofteſt Terms I could poſſibly conceive, 
or ſat down in Silence till Reaſon had reſumed her Seat, 
and waited for a more favourable Opportunity for the Vin- 
dication of my Conduct. The ſame Methods I always 
took in Caſe he came Home in Drink. I entertained him 
with no Diſcourſe but what was gay and pleaſant, and by 
all the little innocent Arts of Love and foud Endearients 
decoyed him to his Bed. 

Oliv. Paſſive Obedience, and Non- Reſiſtance t to every 
wayward Humour, Charlotte, is a * Doctrine for us 
Wives who have fottiſh Husbands. 


Chr 
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Char. As if there were not Faults on both Sides, and 
your Submiſſions were not mutual. We Women can 
on our Airs ſometimes, and our Husbands are forced to 
give Way to them. There are proper Opportunities 
however for a Wife in a ſerious Way to expoſtulate with 
her Husband, in Affairs of Moment and Importance; 
but ſhe ought not, in my Opinion, to diſpute with him 
about 'Trifles. When ſhe finds him cool'd, and free from 
all perplexing Thoughts, then is the Time, in the moſt 
endearing Language, and with all the Calmneſs imagi- 
nable, to argue the Caſe with him, or rather to beg of 
him, that he would make his Health, Fortune, and 
Character, the Objects of his more ſerious Conſideration, 
Tho', as I ſaid before, ſuch Admonitions as theſe mul 
be delivered in the ſofteſt Terms, or they'll never anſwer 
the End propoſed. I have often made a previous Apo- 
logy to introduce ſuch a Diſcourſe. I have asked mine, 
if he would not take it amiſs, ſhould one fo unfit to di- 
rect as I am, preſume to offer my Advice, and think my- 


ſelf concerned for his Honour and Intereſt. But in all 
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theſe Caſes I contrive to be as ſhort as poſſible; and as 
ſoon as I have declar'd my Mind, drop the Diſcourſe of 
my own Accord, and find out a Subje& more entertain- 
ing. Our Sex, my Dear, are very apt to dwell too long 
upon ſuch tender 'Topicks, which moſt undoubtedly is a 
great Fault, But take this Caution along with you, that 
you never engage in any controverſial Points with your 
Husband before Company, or complain Abroad of 
what's tranſacted at Home. A Quarrel, where there is 
no Eye-witneſs to it, is preſently decided: But in Caſes 
of Extremity, where the Provocations riſe too high, and 
are of too heinous a Nature for a Woman to conceal or 
bear with Patience, good Manners will oblige her to 55 

cloſe 
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doſe the unhappy Secret to his Friends or Relations, 
ather than her own, and ſhew by her modeſt Com- 
plaint, that her Husband's Vice, and not his Perſon, is 
the Obje of her Grief and Reſentment. | 

Okv. There are but few Women, Charktte, now a- 
days, ſuch Stoick Philoſophers. | 
Char, By ſuch a prudent Conduct, we lay our Huſ- 
bands under an indiſpenſable Obligation to treat us with 
equal Civility and Complaiſance. | 
Ole. But all the Indulgence in the World will ha 
no Influence over ſome Men. | | 
Char. I can't think ſo. But ſuppoſe tis Matter of 
Fat; conſider, Child, you are ty'd for Life, and let 
your Husband be as chagrin as he will, tis better to 
comply with his ill Uſage, or by fair Means to make it 
tolerable, than to live in one perpetual Storm. Sup- 
poſe I ſhould produce Examples of ſome Husbands, 
n this gentle Me- 
Oliv. My Spouſe won't make one of the Number, tk 
am ſure. | J 
Char. There is an intimate Friend of mine, a very in- 
genious and accompliſh'd Gentleman, who marry'd, 
ſome few Years ago, a young Lady about ſixteen Years 
of Age : She had a rural Education only, and never 
law the Town. My Friend was mighty fond of one 
bred up in artleſs Innocence, thinking he ſhould be 
able with lefs Trouble to form her to his Fancy. As 
ſoon as they, were marry'd, he recommended Mufick 
and Dancing to her, as Accompliſhments abſolutely 
neceſſary, and very ſerviceable to her in her future Con- 
duct. As Miſs had been always indulg'd in Eaſe, was a 
Stranger to all refin'd Converſation, and had no Taſte 
| fac 
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for any other Amuſement than romping amongſt her 
Father's Servants, ſhe ſoon grew. tir'd with her. new 
Maſter, prov'd very obſtinate and perverſe ; and when 
reminded of her Duty, would wiſh herſelf dead, and 
weep to Exceſs. When my young Gentleman found ſhe 
was not to be prevail'd on by Reaſon, and that ſhe had 
a natural Averſion to all Improvements, -concealing 
his Diſſatisfaction, he kindly invites her to ſpend a 
Sammer at her Father's. This Motion, you may. ſup- 
poſe, was very chearfully comply'd with. Soon after 
their Arrival, my Friend takes an Opportunity to ride 
out with the Old Gentleman, and leave his Spouſe with 
her Mother and Siſters. When they were in the Fields, 
and alone, he tells him the whole Story, and the real 
Occaſion of his Viſit: That he hop'd to have been 
perfectly happy in the Poſſeſſion of his Daughter, but 
that he met with an unexpected Diſappointment; 
that ſhe was deaf to all Perſuaſions, forever in Tean, 
very reſtleſs, and making all that were round about her 
as uneaſy as herſelf; deſires him to interpoſe with his 
Fatherly Authority, and lend a helping Hand to her 
ſpeedy Reformation. Sir, ſays the Father, I have whol- 
ly reſign'd her to your Government; and if, after all 
your tendereſt Endearments, you ſtill find her undutiful, 


you are welcome to take ſuch other Methods as you 


think moſt fit to force her Obedience. Sir, replies the 
Son-in-Law, I am not ignorant of my Power, but am 
very unwilling to put it in Execution, I love your Daugh: 
ter, and defire to have. her brought to a Senſe of her 


Duty by your Parental Admonitions and Authority, and 


not by Frowns and ſevere Treatment. About a Day or 
two afterwards, the Father takes his Daughter into the 
Cloſet, and with a ſtern Countenance charges her ** 


conſcious of her own Happineſs, and was unworthy to 
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the Guilt of Ingratitude ; tells her, that tho' ſhe had ſo 
little Merit, he had procur'd her, with the greateſt Dif- 
fculty, one of the beſt of Husbands ; that ſhe wasn't 


be his Servant ; that if ſhe perſiſted in her Rebellion, 
ſhe ſhould never ſee his Face again. Not to he tedious, 
the old Gentleman grew ſo hot, that my Lady begg d 
Pardon for her paſt Offences, and faithfully promis'd a 
future Amendment. Hereupon the Father cools again, 
accepts of her Submiſſion, and aſſures her, as ſhe com- 
ply'd with her Promiſe, ſhe ſhould find his Favour and 
Indulgence. 

Oliv. J long methinks to hear the Concluſion, 

© Char. On this they parted. The Girl returns to her 
Husband's Chamber, finds him alone, asks Forgive- 
neſs in. the moſt ſubmiſſive Manner, and gives him 
repeated Aſſurances never to offend him more. He 
takes her in his Arms, falutes her, and engages to 
bury her ill Conduct in Oblivion on thoſe Condi- 
tions. | 

Oliv. But did ſhe keep them ? 1 

Char. With all the Exactneſs imaginable. Never 
was Woman more humble, during the Remainder of 
Life: Her Husband's leaſt Requeſt was obey'd with all 
the Readineſs and Pleaſure imaginable. Some Years after 
this ſhe publickly acknowledged her good Fortune in a 
Husband, and declar'd that of all Women ſhe had been 
moſt miſerable without him. 


Oliv. Such Husbatids as theſe, Charlatte, I preſume 


are like your Comets, ſeen but once in an Age. 
Char, I'Il give you now another Inſtance of an Adven- 
ture that ods but lately here in Town, — But I 
have 
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have dwelt too long upon this Subject already. I fragt 
have been troublefome. . _. 

Oliv. Not in the leaſt ; my Dear, I 8 
your Stories all Day long. I'll aſſure you I think them 
very entertaining. a 
Char. You are very obliging Oliuia. here is a 
young Gentleman of no mean Birth or Fortune, (excuſe 
my. concealing his Name) whoſe favourite Diverſion was 
Hunting. One Day, as he was warm in Purſuit of his 
Game, by Accident he met with a young Country Girl, 
very poor, but a perfect Beauty, The Gon of Love ſhot 
all his Fires into our Sportſman's Boſom at firſt Sight, 
He frequently paid his Viſits at her Mother's homely 

which he prefer'd to a Palace. Di Ax A wa 

the Goddeſs he ſtill paid his publick Court to, but Ve- 
nus was the ſecret Object of his Adoration, His Wife, 
a very diſcreet and accompliſh'd Lady, jealous of her 
Husband's frequent Abſence, in a ſhort Time diſcovers 
the whole Intrigue. She takes a proper Opportunity to 
ſurvey the Citadel of Love; taſtes of their Drink, exa- 
mines into their daily Diet, and finds no tolerable Fur- 
niture, no Conveniences of Life, but all the viſible 
Marks of the loweſt Poverty and Diftreſs. She returns 
Home, and in a Day or two after (in Pity and Com- 
paſſion to their unhappy Circumſtances) equips them with 
a Silk - Quilt, a Down - Bed, a Silver Tankard, 
Silver Spoons, Knives and Forks, and other uſc- 
ful Materials, and a curious cold Collation: Theſe 
ſhe delivers to the poor old Woman, with a ſmall Purſe 
of Guineas, to enable her, when ſhe ſaw the young 
Gentleman again, to give him a more genteel Recepti- 
on. She pretends to be the Lover's Siſter, and under 
that 


action, the Husband Reals out, and pays his Country 


"© genuouſly confeſfes all, and affures him ſhe thought it 
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that Notion leaves her. Some few Days after this Tranſ- 


Beauty another Viſit. He gazes round about him, is ſur- 
pris'd at the new Metamorphoſis, and enquires with 
Concern into the Cauſe of his unexpected, and formal 
Entertainment. A young Lady of Quality, they tell 
him, a Siſter of his, whoſe Name they knew not, had 
fupply*d-them with thoſe extraordinary Accommodations, 
and given expreſs Orders to treat him after a more re- 
ſpectful Faſhion. He ſays little, but, upon mature De- 
liberation, concludes his Wife the Perſon he ftands in- 
debted to for all theſe undeſerved Favours. At his Re- 
tum Home, he endeavours by artful and ſeemingly care- 
leſs Queſtions, to ſift out this important Truth. She in- 


her Duty, when his Inclination led him to ſuch humble 
Amuſements, to take Care that his Reception ſhould 
be decent at leaſt, tho' not ſuitable to his Character or 
Fortune. 

Oliv. A mere patient Grizze/! / Had he been my 
Huſband, I ſhould have thought a Bed of Nettles too ſoft 
for him. 

Char. Hear however the Concluſion. The young 
Rover, reflecting on his Wife's Generoſity, and his own. 
Ingratitude, reſolves on an immediate Reformation, and. 
becomes the moſt fond, moſt conſtant Huſband breath- 
ing I preſume you know Sir George Airy. 

Oliv. Perfectly well. 

Char. He, you ma remember, tho! a gay, fine young 
Gentleman, marry'd my Lady Autumn." 

Oliv. Her Eſtate you mean. 

Char. You love to rally. — Soon after Conſum- 
mation, his Paſſion for my Lady, as ſhe was paſt her 

| O Bloom, 
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Bloom, began viſibly to abate, and the fair young Laj; 
became her powerful Rival. He made her frequent and 
open Viſits. In ſhort, he ſeldom ſupp'd or ſlept at Home. 
Let's hear, Olivia, how you would have ſhewn your 
Reſentment on this Occaſion. | 

- Oliv. Why, Pd have torn all the Hair off the young 
Gipſy's Head, and have box'd my falſe Knight's Ear, 


| into the Bargain. 


Char. Her Conduct, however, was juſt the Reverſe; 
She gives this Beauty a Invitation to her Honſe, and en- 
tertains her as her Boſom Friend, and faithful Companion, 
Thus, without any other Magick Charms, ſhe attracu 
her Huſband from the Tavern. 

Oliv. For my Part, I'd die before I'd be wy” Hus- 
band's Pandar. 

Char. But of two Evils chuſe the leaſt, Olivia. Is 
it not more prudent, think you, to be thus ſubmiſſive, 
than by opprobrious Language to provoke him to be 
more extravagant, and lay the Foundation of an everlaſt- 


ing Quarrel ? 


Oliv. Patience, Charlotte, is a Virtue, i; own ; but 
on ſuch an Account, I ſhould never be endu'd with 
it. 

0 har. I'll trouble you but with one e Inſtance more, 
and then have done. There's a next Door Neighbour of 


ours, one Sir Toby Tefty, as honeſt, good-natur'd a Gentle- 


man as lives, but a little too ſanguine ſometimes, and 
indiſcreet in his Paſſion. Laſt Week, on ſome trivial 
Diſtaſte, he carry'd his Reſentment ſo high as to cane 
my Lady, a woman of the moſt mild, moſt ſweet 
Diſpoſition I ever knew. Unable to bear with Patience 
ſo groſs an Aﬀront, ſhe immediately retires into her Clo- 
ſet, and vents her Sorrow in a Flood of Tears. Her 

ro Huſband 
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Hufband ſoon after follows her ; and finding her in 
that - diſconſolate Poſture, Madam, ſays he, can't 
vou bear to be ſpoken to, without crying like a Ba- 
by ? Sir, ſhe replies very diſcreetly, your Treatment 
has been very ungenerous, and deſerves a higher Reſent- 
ment. But I think tis more conſiſtent with your Ho- 
nour, and my Love, to bemoan my unhappy Fate in Si- 
lence, than expoſe you to the World by noiſy, tho' juſt 
Reflections. This ſhe utter*'d with ſuch an Air of Mo- 
deſty and Concern, as quite melted down her Huſband's 


Heart. He claſps her in his Arms, with ten thouſand 


endearing Proteſtations never to diſoblige her more. Nor 
did he to his dying Day. 


Oliv. My Huſband can promiſe, indeed, as well as 


the beſt of them all. 
Char. Butnot perform, Olivia, ha! —— What then 


you are ſtill up in Arms? 

| Oliv, Ay, and ever ſhall. be, I believe. N pee 
Charlbtte, what wouldſt thou have medo? _ 

Char. Follow but my Advice, and if you prove un- 
ſucceſsful, I'll be your Slave for ever. Take care that 
your Houſe be neat and clean, and fit for his Reception. 
Let your Deportment be courteous and free, yet always 
within the Limits of that Reſpect and Eſteem which is 
a Huſband's undoubted Right. Be not too talkative, nor 
yet too ſilent ; too wanton, nor yet too coy, Let his 
Diet be well choſen, and well dreſs'd, and provide that 
tor the Generality which you think will gratify his Ap- 
petite moſt. Be frequent in your Invitations of ſuch 
Friends as you find he moſt regards. Receive them with 
Freedom and good Humour, and never be ſparing in 
your Entertainments. If he plays you a Tune on his 
Viol, do you return the Obligation with a Song. By 

O 2 ſuch 
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ſuch eaſy and innocent Methods as theſe, you'll ſaon - 
claim him, make him take Delight roma Hoyſe, 
and conſiderably retrench your Exper 


Ov. Should I follow your — 4 J fear I ſhal 
never make a Convert of him. 

Char. Try but the Experiment, and if it fails, then 
let me bear the Blame for ever. === ]'ll go find your 
Huſband out, and give him his Leſſon. 

Olw. You'll oblige me extremely. But I wonld not 
for the World be known to have a Hand in the Plot. 
Should he find it out, the Houſe would be too hot to 
hold us, 

Char. III play my Cards to the beſt Advantage, ne- 
ver fear. I'Il order it ſo, if poſlible, that he ſhall in- 
troduce the Diſcourſe himſelf, and give me the Detail of 
your unhappy Quarrels. I'll ſeem deſirous to wave the 
unwelcome Subject, and in a careleſs r tell a Lye 
e two for once in your Favnur, and Jet him know with 
what Tenderneſs and * have heard you mention 
nis Name. 

Ol. Succeſs attend you. | 

Cbax. I don't queſtion it ja the leaſt,jf you'll but Play 
your Part. Till to Morrow, Olivia, Adieu, 


Oliv. Your Servant, dear Charlatie 3 Apizu. 
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FABLE 


Of the NaTuRE of FABLES. 
ABLE is a Method of Inſtruction agree- 


8 6 ably conceal'd under the Allegory of an 
& Action; a conciſe Epic Poem, that may 


2 without Reſtriction make its Choice in Na- 
ture of any Thing that ſuits its Humour beſt, for its De- 
j gn; and even may conſtitute imaginary Actors. Ac- 
I cording to this Idea, Fable has pleaſed in all Ages and 


% 
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c whatſoever; and there are two natural Rea- 
ſons for its Succeſs :. Self-love is ſoothed by Inſtruc- 
tion, and the Fancy employ'd by Allegory. 


Of 1 the Truth which ought to be included in 
Fable. 


up in the Fable. A Fable without a Moral would 
be unnatural and prepoſterous. Symbol is its very Eſ- 
ſence, and by Conſequence, it muſt carry along with it 
a more extenſive Senſe than its literal Conſtruction. 
This Truth ought to be inftruftive, and a Guide to 
our future Conduct. Fable is but Philoſophy in Maſ- 
querade, which drolls and is facetious, purely to gild the 
Moral it conceals, and is ever then moſt improving, when 
. moſt gay and entertaining. A Train of Fictions thus 
conceived, diſpoſed in ſuch a pleaſing Light, might com- 
poſe a moral Treatiſe, for ought I know, much more 
valuable than the moſt artful and direct Diſcourſe. The 
Definition of Virtue and Vice is a fimple Speculation on- 
ly, and has little or no Influence over the Paſſions. To 
be told, that Liberality i is the Medium between Avarice 
and Prodigality, is but a dry Information. Fable diſen- 
gages itſelf from theſe dogmatical Precepts ; and by 
painting Virtue and Vice in their proper Colours, creates 
in us an Eſteem for the one, and an Averſion to the o- 
other. f p 
A Fabulift mould diſdain all trivial . Fruths. 
"Twould be a ridiculous Attempt to form a Fable to 
prove that Man is mortal ; but an acceptable Service, ta 
remind us that our Death is uncertain, and that the Grave 
receives both _—_— and Old. 


of 


*. * uſeful Truth muſt in the firſt Place be lock -d 
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of the Morality of Fable. 


TRUTH once choſe we muſt clothe it in Alle- 
gory, which ſhould by no Means be diſplay'd ei- 
ther at the Cloſe or Introduction to the Fable. Fable 
naturally begets Truth in the Minds of thoſe to whom 
tis told; otherwiſe the Precept would be plain and ma- 
Ef- nifeſt, contrary to the very Notion of Allegory, which 
it i ſuppoſed to conceal it. 

The Moral, in my Opinion, is more properly diſ- 
to poſed at the End, than the Beginning of a Fable. If 
al- made the Introduction, the Pleaſure of the Allegory is 
he in a great meaſure loſt. All the Reader has then to do, is 
en to give a Judgment of its juſt Invention; he hasn't the 
ws | Honour to find out the hidden Beauties himſelf; and it 
m- | isa ſort of an Affront to imagine that he could not make 
Dre | the Diſcovery. On the contrary, if tis reſerved to the 
he {| Conclufion, the Fancy during the whole Fable has room 
n- | to exert itſelf, and at the Cloſe is pleas'd to meet the 
To Author, and takes it as an Gl to be ſtill further 
ice informed. 


by | Of Images. | 
tes | | CONE BK 
o- | FF HE Choice of an Image, under which a Truth 


ſhould be conceal'd, is conditional. It muſt be 
bs. | juſt 3 that is to ſay, it muſt ſignify, without any Re- 
to | ſerve, that which we propoſe ſhould be implied. It muſt 
to | be one; that is to ay, it muſt tend to one principal 
'e End. It muſt be natural; that is to ſay, it myſt be 
founded on Nature, ar at leaſt upon common Opinion. 
An 


mW. Speech. 
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An Image is unjuſt, when the Truth it would preſent 
us with is not clear and diſtinct. It offends againſt U- 
nity, - when all the Lines don't center in one certain 
Point of Sight. 
portion to our common Ideas. ; 25 if 


Of the Actors of Fables. 


N regard to the Actors, Animals are the firſt chat 

preſent themſelves before us. Some think they are 

the only eſſential Perſons, or at leaſt have the moſt 

Right ; and the Word, Fable, only revives. their Idea 
of ſocial and converſing Brutes. 

It muſt be confeſs'd, that Animals in this Kind of 
Allegory are very proper Perſons. They are a Species 
ſo very near our own, that to reſemble us there is little 
elſe to do, but to indulge them with the Faculty of 
All their Actions have ſuch an Air of Diſcre- 
tion, that the Generality of Mankind have allowed them 

to be rational Creatures, 

When Animals act with Truth, the Sentiments and 
Diſcourſe we put into their Mouths will ſeem ſo too. 
We imagine we have little elſe to do, but to tranſlate 
their Language; and that we only want to underſtand 
it, to confirm our Notion. But tho* Animals are ſuch very 
proper and convenient Actors, there is no Reaſon why 
they ſhould exclude all others. We may with Authority 
make uſe of ſuch as A#f/op has done before us. We may, if 
we think proper, introduce the Gods, the Geniz, or our- 
ſelves. We may endow all Animal. and Plants with 
Speech. The Virtues and Yices may be proper Actors- 


In ſhort, we may animate the whole Creation. 


2 requires it, the Fountain-head may make Com- 
plaints 


It is unnatural, when it bears no Pro- 


If Ne- 
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P Yplaints againſt the Stream; the File may ſmile at the 
eſent Serpent the Earthen Veſſel and the Iron Pot couverſs, 
t U- and fail together down the Flood. 

rtain Y Thoſe Actors that are ſeldom introduc'd, and are 
Pro- F the moſt fantaſtick, grow natural, and juſtly are pre- 
flieerr'd before all others; fince they are moſt proper, 
either thro* their Conformity, or their Juſtice, to repre- 
ſent the Truths they would reveal. Moreover this Va- 
riety gives us ample Room to alter our Images; leads 
the Imagination from one Object to another; whilſt the 
Mind moves from Truth to Truth. 


Of the Stile of Fable. 


HEN an Author has once invented his Fable, 
and provided himſelf with proper Truths, Ima- 
ges, and Actors, his next Buſineſs is to execute his Scheme 
with all the Graces *twill admit of, and to beautify e- 
very particular Circumſtance and Sentiment his Tale will 
bear. The ſame Juſtice which ought to preſide over 
1 the principal Invention, ought to watch with an obſer- 

vant Eye over its Order and Diſpoſal, that the whole 
may be entirely Novel, and appear in due Proportion. Tis 
** not ſufficient that every Part is in its proper Place; it muſt 
: have all the Symmetry and Graces, which in relation to 
* the whole are conſiſtent with it: And tis the peculiar 
Care alone of Circumſtances, that gives the Work a 
ic) Sanction, and if I may be allow'd the Expreſſion, its 
| if loft Beauty. | 

9” | The Faniliar is the general bis of Fable. As Arimals 
were her firſt Actors, Fabuliſts then thought they had 
* ſufficiently qualified them, by putting Words into their 
©" | Mouths, tho' never ho vulgar; and that 1 it was abſolute- | 
Ns» | ly 0 
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1y neceſſary, aut their Diſcourſe ſhould be as ſimple 25 
their Actions. When other Characters were introduc'd, 
che Language ſtill was fix d: This they religiouſly 
ſupported, and Fove himſelf, majeſtick as he wWas, Was 
fort d to acquieſce in this irrevocable Law. 

There was ſome Foundation indeed in Reaſon for this 
Conduct. The Familiar is much more inſinuating than 
the Sublime. The latter is the Language of Reflection 


© ane Study, the former the Dictates of immediate Thought. 


Againſt the one we ſtand upon our Guard; but make 


no Defence againſt the other; and Inſtruſtion will pre- 


vail upon us more, be more effectual, as ſhe ſeems leſs 
jealous. * A compos d Air and formal Dreſs make her 


but auk ward and uneaſy. 


But this familiar Stile, fo requiſite to Fable, {till re- 
tains her proper Elegance; and tho! this eaſy Air gives 
it its Character, there are hidden Beauties more difficult 

perhaps to be diſcern'd than any the Sublime can boaſt 
. The Sublime is miuch more liable to give Offence. 


Things in an elevated Stile, are doubtleſs more conſpi- 
cuous, if our Choice is 


alone, the Beauties of the Familiar all depend. Sub- 


lime "Expreſſions, tlio without Judgm ent choſen, often 
impoſe upon us, and ſeduce us; whereas the Familiar 
can 1 us no way, but by its Merit and judicious Ap- 


The . Fabul, „ Weed ought to be extremely curious 
in his Diction, and his Turns. Under the Pretence of 
Familiarity, he ſhouldn't ſtoop too low, and grow in- 
ſipid: But ſhould propoſe throughout the Whole to ſhine 
with native Wit, and take 1 ncommon Pains not to ap- 


pear Laboribus. 


731 | Thus 


good: And yet upon that Choide 
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duc'd, 
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Thus 


In both their Eyes. Thus Love laid Troy in Aftes, . 


On the Nature of F able. 71 


Thus the Familiar has different Degrees, according to 
the Subjects, and the Actors it employs. Sometimes the 
Subje is repugnant to this Stile; if ſo, the Dior muſt 
be pompous. We muſt comply with Convenience 3 and 
Art confeſſes her the Judge of Rules. 

As an Author ſhould always make Choice of this fa- 
miliar witty Stile, ſo he ought always to adorn his 
Tales with ſomething novel and jocoſe. He ſhould find 
out the Art of fixing the Mind intent on the minuteſt 
Objects, not by pompous Ornament, but by gay ſpright- 
ly Scenes. 

One Species of the jocoſe Stile in Fable, is to transfer 
to Beaſts our moſt familiar Appellations, ſuch as Good- 
man Crow, Goſſip Fox, his Majeſty the Lian, and the 
like. Theſe wanton Terms aptly apply'd are copious 
and extenſive. As I apply to Beaſts theſe human Ap- 
pellations, ſo would I give them all that belongs to them. 
Theſe Species I call a Commonwealth, a numerous Aſ- 
ſembly, a Diet, a Senate; their different Inſtin&s, 
Laws and Regulations, This witty Maſquerade, which 
no ways blinds our Knowledge, but only better repre- 
ſents us to ourſelves in them, ſtrikes all at once the 
Fancy, and ſhews under one Character the Brute and 
Man. | 9 
Another Species of the Jocoſe is to compare great 
Things with ſmall. As for Inſtance. | 


Two Cocks long liv'd fworn Friends without Debate; 
By chance a Pullet ſtrutted by the Gate: 
IWar inſtantly enſues, fierce Light' ning flaſhes 


P The 
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The Agreeable may be diſplay'd a thouſand Ways; 
but Deſcriptions are its favourite Employ. Theſe are 
proper Embelliſhments for Fable, and we may introduce 
them as often as the Subject will admit: Vet ſtill we 
muſtn't be too far tranſported, and let Delcription run 
into Digreſſion. | 

Another Ornament is RefleQion ; which ſhould be 
made ſmart, with an Air of Authority; yet the Ex- 
preſſion ſhould be natural, and the Thang bo Reſult 
of the dale. Thus Fontaine. ä 


7 hive a Mulan ſuyt the Mrs“ too Boll, 
Shall be genteel, well ſbap u, nor Jouns, nor old; 22 
Of one too "told, of one tos abarm afraid, 
PU fleer the middle Curse. Mark well the Maid ! 


- Theſe curſory Reflections, which run, if I may be al- 
. low'd to talk poetically, like the Nymphs o'er a Field 
of Corn withour-deprefling it, give no Pain to the Nar- 
ration; tay; inſtead of being Interruptions, they are 

Beauties. Touches of this Nature throw ſolid Senſe 
into a Fable; they no ways obſcure the whole eſſential 
Truth, but ſtill add new, which as we read, well pleas'd 


we gather up, and as they come upon us unawares, they 
ſtrike the Fancy ſtill the ſtronger. 


J could wiſh the Fabuliſt no more but this, v. that 
he does Juſtice to his Sentiment, and always paints it 
in its plain and native Colours. I would diſtinguiſn 
here between the Natural and Simple. The Natural 
comprehends Ideas more uncertain, is the Reverſe of 
what is ſtrain'd, and too far fetch'd; whereas the Sim- 
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ble than any other Compoſition, and. *twas the Charac» 
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ple is peculiar to Reflection, and regards the Sentiment 
alone. 

The Sublime, according to this Idea, may be imple, 
Old Horatius, when one, to excuſe the Conduct of his 
Son, ask'd, What would you have him do, when three 
oppos'd him? Anſwer'd, — Die. — This Anſwer is 
ſimple, becauſe tis the abſolutely naked Expreſſion of 
the old Remar's Sentiment, who had rather that his Son 
ſnould die like a Man of Honour, than live and be 
a Coward, He does not give a direct Anſwer to the 


Queſtion ; 3 he only ſpeaks the Dictates of his Heart. 
There are more frequent Occaſions for this Siile in Fa- 


ter of La Fontaine, that he never was without them. 


Of Imitation. 


IS not by the ſervile Imitation of any - fave" = - 

4 rite Author, that we can attain the Art of dit · 
poking theſe Beauties in the faireſt Light. Let us copy 
Nature as cloſely as we can; 'tis ſhe alone gives Life 
and Beauty to an Original: But too few.of our Moderns 
practiſe this Rule. When an Author now a- days pro- 
poſes. to treat on any ſelect Subject, he firſt, conſults 
thoſe who have excel'd on that Topick before; him; 
and thro' a falſe Notion of Study, makes a Common- 
Place-book of their various Phraſes, their Diction and 4 
Turns. This is to give the Stile a formal gram- 
matical Caſt only, without duly reflecting, that this 
Stile is no more than a certain choice and regular Diſ- 
poſition of Ideas, the neceſſary Reſult of an Author's 
Manner of Conception. But he ought principally to 
have confider'd the Character of the Mind, which pro- 
duc'd this Choice. 
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* de Tate not br by ſuch. fervite Obſerie- 

tin, ſuch trifling but is form'd by a long 

Habit of reading the . K r 3 as Politeneſs is by 


a frequent Converſation with Perſons of Merit and Di- 


ſtinction. We don't propoſe to copy exactly their par- 
ticular Airs; thoſe who ſtudy them alone, are at laſt 
only affected Fops, and the Objects of Ridicule 3 but by 
the Dint of obſerving with delight the eaſy and genteel 
Manner of Addrefs, natural to Men of polite Education, 
this Accompliſhment may beacquir'd ; which is no more 


* than a lively Notion of Decorum, which every one practi- 


ſes according to his own Taſte, and the Chatacter he bears. 
The Ambition of being what we are not, too often 


proves of fatal Conſequence; by this unhappy Inclination, 
ſometimes, we neither are the Perſons we copy after, 
nor ourſelves. We diveſt ourſelves of our own proper 
Character, which by Study and Improvement might, it's 


poſſible, ſhine and have its Graces, when the Character 
we would put on ſits aukwardly on us, and was never 


defign'd for us. 

My Notion therefore in ſhort is this, That when an 1 Au- 
thor is inclin'd to write. on any Topick whatever, he 
ought to have a juſt Idea of all the Beauties*twill admit 
of, to. make them familiar to him, to be Maſter. of them, 


to turn the Bent of his. natural Genius that way, and 


then purſue with Courage what he aims ub, and ſon 
to be a ſervile Imitator. 

Theſe are in general my Notions of F able. 1 could 
have fwelld' the Account, and deſcended to Particulars, 
but I thought it was proper to reſerve ſome Work for 
the Reader, whoſe further Reflection may ' make this 
Diſcourſe complete. I ſhall only add a ſuccinct Ac- 
count of the moſt celebrated Mythologiſts antient and 
modern. THE 


:w 4 


CHARACTERS 


on, N Of the Four moſt Celebrated 

ore R 
=|[FABULISTS, 
en 17 

on, er e 10 97 . V I Wa 

ter, 

15 5 72 Phedrus, piles, and La a 
E Fontaine... bas Sd RA 


E so P, the Inventor. 


7 SOP ill i is in Poſſeſſion of this Title. P 
7 and without ente ring into the Diipute - : 
Pf whether there were any Writers in his 
| Way before him, tis ſufficient that he 
brought Mythology to that Perfection, 
that ls, Predeceſſors are all forgot, and the moſt beau- 
tiful Strokes in that Art, that ever appear d, were 
drawn by, or were aſerib'd to him. 

Thoſe who have given the World any Account of this 
N have enlarg'd upon the Deſormities of his Per- 
P 3 ſon. 


- 
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ſan: There's 5 the very Spirit of Fable in their  Deſerip 


tions; and it is very probable, that his monſtrous Form 


is but an imaginary Picture; that they have drawn this 
homely Veil over his Wit and eee be IA 
ſhew their Skill in Lights and Shadows. 7 

To purſue this Idea of him; there is no „Doubt but his 
Fables were occaſional Compoſitions. He was: an | alle- 
gorical Cenfor, and drew his Pictures ſo exactly to che 
Life, that every one could: find out his Wu. 

He pry'd into the different Conſtitutions of all Ani. 
mals, that his Symbols might be more harmonious and 
complete. He followed Nature ſo cloſely, that I am in- 
clined to think ſome, under his Name, that are tod far 
firzined and too whimſical, muſt be ſpurious. ' Theſe per- 

haps were ſome injudicious Preſents, though offered with 
Reſpect and good Defign: They didn't confider *twas a 
Robbery, not an Addition to his Treaſure. ' ö 

His Compoſitions are precife to a Fault; he purpoſely 

avoid deſcriptive Beauties, ruming, not gradually pro- 

cceding to the Fact, thoughtleſs of the Mean hetween the 
Neceſſary and Unuſeful. In fine, AE Jop. was an humble 
Philoſopher,” and adapted his Precepts to che meaneſt Ca- 
pacities; he had a modeſt Genius, turn'd for Ta 3 
god more than * ee 1 


PHEDRUS. 


>4* 


HZ DA was a nenen as Ein Ho 

Was made free too as well as he; but hadthe Bene 
fit of a ſuperior Education. He liv'd, when young, 
with an indulgent Maſter; whilſt the other had probably 
no one to direct him, but his natural Genius. The Taſte 
Rien 


T3 
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which the one had for Fable, was the Gift of Nature; 
the other's, the Reſult of a laudable Emulation. Phœdrus 
was ambitious of being the AZ/op of the Latins; as Virgil. 
of being their Homer ; PIO their Menander ; and Ha- 
race, their Pindar. 0 7 arvitl 
ep dan more to ; improve : Mankind, than to 
gain a Reputation: He is ſo modeſt, he gives us no Ac- 
count of himſelf. The Applauſe of future Ages ſeems the 
leaſt of his Regard, and his Fables were never collected 
into a Volume till after his Deceaſe. 

. Phadrus, on the other-hand, was determined to pub- 
liſh his Works himſelf. There is a ſtudied. Elegance runs 
through all his F ables; z and though he's very familiar 
and eaſy; he's. very gentee], and his Numbers are ſmooth 
and muſical. Æſep, as J obſerved before, was a ae 
ſopher; Phedras, an Author. 

Phædrus ſeldom makes his F ables 1 R yet they a are 
prolix, if compared with thoſe of ep. There is a 
Beauty always attends his Brevity: He abounds in well. 
choſen Epithets; eompriſes a Deſcription; ſometimes in 
the narrow Compaſs. of a. Word; and adorns his. Tales 
with Beauties, wholly unknown to Ea; Beauties how- 
ever requiſite to Fable, wheſe-chief End is Information, 

A dull, plain Allegory, after it is read, is never thought 
on more; whereas peculiar Graces return upon the Mind, 
and make a ſtrong and laſting Impreſſion. 

Pherdrus has taken the Liberty to introduce the Hiſtory 
of his own Times into ſome of his Fables. Fable he 
knew did not enly-confiſt in Fiction, but in a Complicx- 
tion of Adventures to confirm one ſimple Truth. The 
Hiſtory then was metamorphoſed to an Allegory, was 
looked upon no longer as a real Fact, but an Image _— 


and the Ground-work for ſome important Moral. 
His 


EE ss. 
Fis greateſt Fault was making his Morals the Intro. 


ductions to his Fables; and thoſe, ſometimes too forced, ; 


and foreign to the Story. 

However, let us do Juſtice to his Character: He ka, 
beautified with Abundance of Judgment the Simplicity 
of Asp. His Elegance is ever entertaining; and within 


the Bounds of his Subject. But according to the Idea 


thus given of him, his Taſte was ſuperior to his Genius; 


he was always agreeable, but ſeldom n. ne _—_ 
Plainneſs leſs than Nature. 


IL. P. AL. 


IL AI was for many — Governor of Judo,. 

tan, under an arbitrary Prince: However, he was 

a Slave, though fo advanced; for the Prime Miniſters in 
that Country are as much ſo, as the meaneſt Subjcct. 


Thus, we find, Slaves have been the Parents of Fable 


Pilhai's Fables were all political Precepts; a State 
Trac on the Laws of Iadaſtan. A certain King of Pes ſſa, 

appriſed of his beautiful Performance, ſent proper Mei- 
ſengers to buy up the Impreſſion, and ordered it to be 
tranſlated by his own Phyſician. The HHrabians honour- 
ed him with thei- 'Tratiflation ; and to this Day the Eaſt 
ern World admire him. 


Honour'd as he is, I ſhofild rather quote him as an 
Example of Deſects, than as a Model worthy to be co- 


pied. His Fables too often tranſgreſs the Rules of Ju 


tice, Unity, and Nature itſelf; {ome contradict the & 


thers ; ſome, themfelves. Elis Animals make ſuch- long, 
ſach ſerious and profound Harangues, that their Charac- 
ters are loſt in the Diſcourſe © Sometimes he makes them 


guilty 
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troe. ¶ guilty of Actions, which don't reſemble ours, but are pe- 
ced; ¶ culiar to ourſelves: Beſides, his Fables are all N to- 

- "gether, all confuſed. | 
has | In ſhort, in ſome few Places Piſpai fines; but lt the "4 
city Generality his Works are juvenile, tho' ſerious ; ; tedious 
thin and dry, and full of Reflections; becauſe his Allegories 4 
Idea ¶ are ſo contradictory, and offenſive to the Rules of Juſtice: / 


ius; | 
Sell: 4A LON TALES... - 
| A Fontaine is ZE op, Phadrus and Pilpai, all in 
one. He has collected all the Beauties of the three, 
and like the Bee, ſtealing his Honey from a thouſand 
Flowers, has obliged the World with the moſt beautiful 
Collection France can boaſt of. 
The Narrations in his Tales indeed are too extenſive; 
% E which in regard to their Manner, are as conformable o 
78m Fable, as the Reverſe, in Point of Morals ; and it looks, 
jc. as if he deſigned by his inſtructive Fables to make At- 
e: dnement for his immodeſt Tales. 
tate His Thoughts were beautiful; his Simplitity m more ſoft 
ea, ſand engaging, than modeſt ; for Modeſty, implies Re- 
Meſ- Iflection: But every Action, Word, and Compoſition, 
> be flow d eaſy from the Abundance of his Heart. 
our- So much an Original as he is, he was as partial an Ad- 
La, mirer of the Antients, as if they were his Models. Bre- 
N rity, ſays he, is the Soul of Fable. He gives no Reaſon 
$ an ßor this Aſſertion; but as Quintilian ſaid fo, tis ſufficient- 
> co- | In his Stile he has collected all the Beauties: In every 
Jul. Sentence he diſplays, the Charms of the Agreeable and 
-- Cay. By his artful Management, he makes the Fami- 
orig, ¶liar elegant and new ; and to the Freedom of the Natural, 
rac- 4 25 keen Ke yy - *. — He ſhews his Want 
hem! 0 gment m Ons. 
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MELESICRHTON and PROxXxINOEA 


O R, THE 


du . Oeconomiſts. 


I E:/ichton was a Native of Megaris, and: 
BI Gentleman of an illuſtrious Family in 
Greece. When young, the heroic Aon], ; 
of his Anceſtors took up all his Thought; 
— he gave early Demonſtrations of his Courage an 
Conduct, in ſeveral bold and hazardous Engagements 
but as he was too fond of Grandeur, his high and exper 
five Way of Living ſoon plung'd him into a Se 
of Troubles. He was obliged to fly with his Wife Pr: 
xinoe to a Country- -Seat on the Sea-ſhore, where they 
lived together in a profound Solitude. Proxinoz was 4 
_ highly eſteemed for her Wit, Courage, and I 

! 


Ws <a 3 72 


Muss LonnatTend; Phontubs:" 1 | 


1 1 Many, who were in much better Cir- 
D unſtances than Melefichtan, made their Addreſſes to ler 
Account of her Birth and Beauty z but true Merit nj 

ve fade him the Odect o her Choice. Though their 

ue and Friendſhip were inviolable; tho“ Hymen for 
any Years had never yok'd a happier Pair; yet their 
nutual Fondneſs and Indulgence prov'd now but an Ag- 
rayation of their Sorrows. Me/cfichton could have borne 
vith leſs Impatience the ſevereſt Frowns of Fortune had 

8 e ſuffer'd alone, without ſo tender a Partner as his 

"WP roxinzz : And Proxirot with Concern obſerv'd, that 
her Preſence augmented the Pains of her  Melefichtor. 
heir ſole Comfort now aroſe from the Reflection that 

Heaven had bleſs'd. them with two Children, beauteous 

DE: the Graces : The Son's Name was Melibæus, and the 

Daughter's Pozmenis. Melibæus, tho young, was very 
ative, ſtrong, and courageous; in every Gentleman» 
Wike Exerciſe he excell'd all the neighbouring Youth. 
Ile rang'd around the Foreſts, and his Arrows were as 
fatal and unerring as thoſe of Apollo: However, the Arts 

nd Sciences (thoſe Nobler Rays of Deity) were more 
ne Objects of his Contemplation, than his Bow was his 

Diverſion. Melefichton, in his Retirement, laid before him 

all the Advantages of a liberal Education, and imprinted on 

Wis Mind betimes, the Love of Virtue and Good Manners, 

fel:baus, in his Air and Mien, was unaffected, ſoft, 

End engaging ; yet his Aſpect was noble, bold, and 

commanded Reſpect. His Father caſt his longing Eyes 

upon him, and wept over. him with a paternal Fond- 

Ineſs. Pozmenis was by the Mother inſtructed with equal 

are, in all the various Arts with which the Goddeſs 

merya has oblig'd Mankind; and to thoſe curious Ac- 
compliſhments were added the Charms of Muſick : _- 

Pheus 


82 Merxsich rox and PrROxtNOE. 
_ pheus never ſung, or touch'd his Lyre more ſoftly thy 
Potmenis. At firſt Sight ſhe appeared like the youy 
- Goddeſs Diana, juſt riſen from her native floating Iſland 
Her ſilver Treſſes were tied with a careleſs Air behind 
whilft ſome few Hairs, unconfined, play'd about her! 
vory Neck at the Breath of every gentle Zephyr. He 
Dreſs was a thin looſe Gown, tuck'd up with a Girdle 
that ſhe might move with greater Freedom. Without 
the Advantage of Dreſs, no Nymph was ever ſo beaut 
ful, ſo free from Pride, ſo little conſcious of h 
own Charms. She was never ſo vain or curious, 
to examine her Features in any tranſparent Strean 
The Conduct and Oeconamy of the Family was he 
whole Employment. But Melefichtor, whoſe Though 
were ever dark and gloomy, whoſe Hopes of a Retun 
from his State of Baniſhment were now all loſt, ſought 
every Opportunity to be alone. The Sight of Proxini 
and his Children now aggravated his Sorrows : He would 
often ſteal out to the Sea-ſhore at the Foot of a large 
Rock, full of tremendous Caverns; and there a wiel 
bemoan his wayward Fate: From thence repair to a thick 
- ſhady Vale, where (even at Mid-day) Sun-beam ney: 
entered. There would he fit on the Margin of a purling 
Stream, and ruminate on all his Ills. Soft dovwny Sleep 
ne' er cloſed his weary Eye-lids ; his Words all terminate 
in Sighs ; old Age before his Time had furrowed all ki 
Face ; in ſhort, he grew negligent of Life, and ſunk ur 
der the Weight of his Misfortunes. | | 
One Day as he was reclin'd on a Bank in his favourite 
ſolitary Vale, tir'd and fatigu'd with Thought, he fel 
aſleep ; and in a Dream he ſaw the Goddeſs Cere: 
crowned with golden Sheaves, who approach'd him with 
an Air of Majeſty and Sweetneſs. Why, Mel:/ichtml 
; | « (aid 


vourite 
he fel 
Ceres 
m with 
icin 
cc * fa 
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« ſaid ſhe, art thou thus inconſolable? Why art thou 


« thus o'erwhelm'd with thy Misfortunes ? Alas! replied 
« he, I am abandon'd by my Friends; my Eſtate is all 
% loſt ; Law-Suits and my ; Creditors for ever perplex 
„me; the Thoughts of my Birth, and the Figure I 


« have made in the World, are all Aggravations of my 


« Miſery : And to tug at the Oar, like a Galley-Slave, 
« for a bare Subſiſtence, is an Act too mean, and what 
* my Spirit never can comply with.” 

« Does then Nobility, replied the Goddeſs, conſiſt in 
« the Affluence of Fortune? No, Meltſichton; but in 
© the heroic Imitation of thy virtuous Anceſtors. The 
« juſt Man only is truly noble. Nature is ſufficed- with 
« a little: Enjoy that little with the Sweat of thy 
% Brow :. Live free from Dependance, and no Man will 
« be nobler than thyſeif. Luxury and falſe Ambition 
« are the Ruin of Mankind. If thouwant'ſt the Convenien- 
« cies of Life, who ſhould better ſupply thee than thyſelf > 
„Art thou terrify'd at the Thoughts of . attaining 
« them by the ſevereſt Induſtry and Application? 
She faid ; and immediately preſented him with a gol- 
den Plough Share, and an Horn of Plenty. Bacchus 
next appear d, crown'd with Ivy, graſping his Thyrfs in 
his Hand, attended by Pan playing on his rural Pipe, 
whilſt the Fauns and Satyrs danc'd to the melodious Mu- 
lick, Pomona next advanc'd, laden with Fruits; and Flora 


dreſt in all her gayeſt, ſweeteſt Flowers. In ſhort, all the 


Rural Deities caſt a favourable Eye on AMelefichton. . . 


He wak d, fully convinced of the Application and moral 
Uſe he ought to make of this celeſtial Dream. A Dawn of 
Comfort all on a ſudden ſhot through his Soul, and he found 
new Inclinations riſe to the Labours of the Plain. He 
communicated. his Dream with Pleaſure to the fair 


4 Proxi- 
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Proxinoz, who rejoiced with him, and approv'd of his 
Interpretation. The next Day they leſſened their Re: 
tinue; the Valet and Waiting-woman were immediately 
diſcharged, and all their Equipage and Grandeur at once 
reſign d. Proxinoe with Potmenis ſpun whilſt they tend- 
ed their Sheep, and at convenient Hours weaved their 
own Cloth, and Stuffs, and cut out and contrived every 
Thing to the beſt Advantage for themſelves and the relt 
of the Family. All their fine Needleworks (in which 
Minerva herſelf could never be more curious) were now 
no more regarded; and the glaring. Tent was refign'd for 
the more advantageous Diſtaff. Their daily Proviſions 
were the Product of their own Ground, and dreſs'd with 
their own Hands. They milk'd their own Kine, which 
now began to ſupply them with Plenty. They purchaſed 
nothing without Doors. Every Thing was got ready 
with Decency, and without Hurry. Their Food was 
ſubſtantial, plain, and natural, and enjoyed-with a true 
Reliſh, which is inſeparable from Temperance and hard 
Labour. 

In this rural Manner they lived, and every Thing 
was neat and decent round about them: All the coftly 
Tapeſtry was diſpoſed of; yet the Walls were perfect! 
White, and no Part of the Houſe either dirty or in Diſor- 
der; none of their Goods were in the leaſt ſoil'd with Duſt. 
The Beds, tho? not of Down, were clean, and proper 


for Repoſe. The very Furniture of the Kitchen (which 
vou ſhall ſeldom. find in great Families) was as bright a}. 
Silver; nothing ſtood out of its proper Place. At Times 


of publick Entertainment Proxinoe made the beſt of Pa. 
ſtry. She kept Bees, whoſe Honey was ſweeter: than 
that which trickled from the Trunks of Oaks, that grew 
in the Golden-Age. Her Cows made her willing Pre- 


ſents}. 


dhe larger Cattle; n Oaks in the Fo- 
| 2 
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fents of large flowing Bowls of Milk. Her Garden was 
plentifully ſtor d with Variety of Plants, for Service and 
Delight, in their proper Seaſon ; and by her peculiar In- 
duſtry and Skill, ſhe was the firſt of all her Neighboure, 
that could produce them in Perfection: Her Collection 
of Flowers too was very curious; Part of which ſhe ſold» 
after ſhe had reſerved a ſufficient Quantity for the Orna- 
ment of her Houſe. Potmenis trod in the Steps of her 
induſtrious Mother ; ſhe was ever chearful at her Work, 
and ſung as ſhe went along to pen her Sheep. No Neigh - 
bour's Flock could rival her's ; no contagious Diſtemper, 
no rav nous Wolves durſt ever approach them; her tender 
Lambkins dance upon the Plains to her melodious Notes, 
whilſt all the Echoes round about with Pleaſure repeat the 
dying Sounds. * | 
- Melefichton till'd his own Grounds, drove his own 
Plough, ſow'd his Seed, and reap'd his Harveſt with his 
own Hand. He is now fully convinc'd that the Huſ- 
bandman's Life is leſs laborious, far more innocent and 
advantageous than the Soldier's. No ſooner had he 
cock'd and got in his Hay; but Ceres, with her yel- 
low Fruits, invited him to the Field, and with large In- 
tereſt repaid the Debt ſhe owed him. Soon after Bacchus 
ſupply'd him with Nectar, worthy the Table of the Gods. 
Minerva too complimented him with the Fruit of her fa- 
vourite, ſalutary Tree. Winter was the Seaſon for Re- 


poſe, when all the Family, met together, were innocently 
gay, and thankful to the Gods for all their harmleſs un- 
" ambitious Pleaſures : They eat no Fleſh, but at their Sa- 
crifices ; and their Cattle never died, but on their Altars. 


Melibzus was thoughtful and ſedate beyond his Years. 
He took on himſelf the whole Care and Management of 


reſts ;, 
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reſts ; dug AqueduQts for the more commodious wat'ring 
the Meadows, and with indefatigable Induſtry would 
eaſe his Father. His Diverſions at proper Seaſons, were 
Hunting and Courſing, with the young Gentlemen his 
Neighbours ; or improving himſelf in his Studies, of 
which Me/efichton had laid the ſolid Foundation. 

In a little Time Meleſichton, by a Life thus led in Sim- 
plicity and Innocence, was in better Circumſtances than 
at firſt : His Houſe was ſtor'd with all the Convenien- 
cies of Life; tho there was nothing in it uſeleſs or ſu- 
perfluous. The Company he kept, for the moſt Part, 
was within the Compaſs of his own Family : They liv'd 
together in perfe& Love and Harmony, and contributed 
to each other's Happineſs: They lived far from Court, 


where Pleaſures bear ſo high a Price: Their Enjoyments 


were ſweet, innocent, eaſy to be attained, and attended 
with no Dangers in the Purſuit. Melibæus and Potmenis 
were thus brought up and inured to rural Labours : Thus 
their former Characters ſeryed only to inſpire them with 
greater Courage, and make them eaſy under the Frowns 
of Fortune. The Encreaſe of their Stock introduced no 
new and luxurious Courſe of Life. Their Diet was ſtill as 
frugal as before, and Their Induſtry continued with e- 
qual Vigour. Melfichton's Friends now preſs'd him, 
(fince Fortune once again had proved propitious to re- 
ſume his former Poſt, and ſhine again in the buſy 
World. To whom he reply'd, Shall I again give 
* way to Pride and Extravagance, that were the fatal 
* Cauſe of all my Misfortunes ; or ſpend my future Days 
in rural Labours, which have not only made me rich 
again, but, what is more, compleatly happy? 


To 
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To conclude ; One Day he took a Tour to his old foli _ 
tary Shade, where Ceres had thus kindly directed hig 
Conduct in a Dream, and repoſed himſelf on the verdant 
Graſs, with as much Serenity of Mind, as before with 
Confuſion and Deſpair. There he ſlept again; again ; 
the Goddeſs Ceres in the like friendly Manner approach'd, 
and thus addreſs'd him.. True Nobility, . Melefichtom* - 
« conſiſts in receiving no Favours from any one, and 
« beſtowing them with a liberal Hand on all. Have 
y our Dependance on Nothing but the fruitful Boſom 
«. of the Earth, and the Works of your own Hands. 
Never reſign | that for Luxury and Empty Sbew, 
% which is the ale and inexhauſtible Fountain of. 
4 true e 7 + | * 
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9775 8 @ HE Silver | Moon, and al her Starry 
4 Train, 


No longer now their borrowd Light 
Fetain.” 


Night turns her ſable Chariot to give way 
To the more bright, more glorious Dawn of Day. 
Wiſh'd Morning's come; and now the lab'ring Szcains 
Rouſe from their homely Huts, and fills the Plains. 
Now on the dewy Hills the Lambkins graze, - 
And the young Heifer round the Paſture plays. 
The chearful Birds are now upon the Wing, 
And as they fly their amorous Deſcants fing. 
In tune ful Notes t:eir new-born Joys expreſs, | 
And in their Way the Ri/izg Sun confeſs, 


The 


The ES her, ee — <P 5 
sat near „ whole Hours —4 

2 vain; 3 * _ 
Yet baits his anſucceſcful Hook again." 


Lucky at laſt he ſeizes on his Prey, 
And wonders at the Fortune of the Day. 
> + If Early the Foxwler ſpreads his artful Nets, 
I I And round his Toils a warbling Concert ſets ; 
Whoſe well-known Strains the Feather” d Choir allure, 
Crown his Deceit, and make his Game ſecure, 
Tusk are the harmleſs Paſiimes of the Swain, _ 
That's bleſt with Peace, and undiſturb'd with Pain: 
Whoſe humble Cottage and luxuriant Field, 
— Life's greateſt Bleſſing) true Contentment yield. 
I |} Whilſt anxious Care the Courtier's Boſom burns, 
And Hopes and Fears torment his Soul by turns; 
— | Like Whirlwinds penetrate thro' every Part, 
I And ſearch the inmoſt Secrets of his Heart. 
Here, One on ſome High Prieft, or Peer anc, | 
rry | With a Petition for himſelf, or Friends 8 
No here, now there, from Place to Place is toſt, 3 
ght And yet at laſt perhaps his Labour's loſt, WY =" 
A Miſer there, regardleſs of the Pain, LES, * 
vay Or Danger, ventures thro' the Liguid Main, © 
And ſearches both the Indies to augment his Gain. 
ns | Never contented ſtill he graſps at more, 
And 'midſt his Plenty lives for ever poor. 
Here, a fond Foal, that's bloated: with Alan, 
Beſtow d by greater Fools without a Cauſe, 
Grows ſtrait imperious, thinks their Praiſes juſt, _ 
And in the Whirl of vain Ambitior's loſt. 
There, the brib'd Gown/man for his Client pleads, 
And laughs at Zufiice if his Cauſe ſucceeds, | 
The But 
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90 Grandeur no True Happineſs. 


But Few are Txty (alas! the Number's few } 
Who true Content, true Happineſs purſue : 
The longeſt Life's but an extended Spann 
And the World's greater Half, ner riſe to Man- 
Be then advis'd, the certain Now improve, 
And ſeize the various Pleaſures of the Grove. 
With your ſhrill Horns by Break of Day prepare 
To rouſe the ſubtle Fox, or timorous Hare; ; 


Or range for Feather'd Game the ſhady Woods ] 
Or draw with your fallacious Nets the Floods. | 
And when the Sun is in the Ocean ſet, oe law 
Let ſprightly- Joys your harmleſs Sports complete, 
To ſome indulgent Sylvan Maid repair; L— 
The Sylvan Maids are generous as they're fair: 
When at their Feet the ſuppliant Lover lies, 7 d 
They meet his Paſſion with conſenting Eyes: 4 | 
With gentle Smiles his amorous Sighs reward, I Too 
For Truth and Innocence are all their Guard. (As 
Let others fondly pay their Court to Fame; [© And 
And /lave to purchaſe an Heroic Name | þ Tell 
Let others in triumphant Chariots ride, And 
And facrifice their precious Peace to Pride : "To! 
Grant me, ye Pow'rs, an humble, rural Seat, I Anc 
Free from the Noiſe and Hurry of the Great: He 
Where I with Pleaſure, tho' obſcure, may dwell : Thi 
Rick DisconTexrT is but a GLoxtovs HZII. [Or 
Ane 
E 
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Dos and the SHaDoOw. 


Written in the Mad Year, 17 20. 


a — 


Y N Days of Yore, a Farmer's Doo 
| (To uſe fam'd eps AO Lou) 
Took a ſly Tour around his Kitchen, | 
(As Joan her tatter d Gown was ſtitching, | : 
And Jahn was buſy ſitting nigh herr. | 
Telling Love-Stories at the Fire) | k. 
And ſquinted, Fa, Ve, North, and South, | 
Io find out ſomething for the Mouth: 5 $032k Ha 
And in the Pantry, on a Hook, * 8 * 
He ſpy'd a Leg of Mutton ſtuc. 
This, this muſt be the lucky Minute, 
Or elſe, quoth he, Ola N:ckisin it. © + LIES 
So up he mounts on his Fore-Paws, 
And gripes the Foint between his Jaws. 
But now I've got, thinks he, my Booty, | | 
{Leſt Joan ſhould ſcold, or John ſhould ſhoot me) 
I For Preſervation's Sake, tis better 
E To Dine To- day a- croſs the Water. 


92 We Dog and the Shadow. 


Now here tis proper to be noted, 
That Towzer's Maſter's Houſe was moted : 
So in be jumps with his Fi-Bie, 5 D: 
Ade d an t'other Side to get. 

The fam'd Leander couldn't more 
Defire to land on Hero's Shore. 

But as the Moat was ſmocth and clear, 
And gilt with Sun-Beams here and there, 
The Shadew of his new- got Prize 
Preſents itſelf before his Eyes. 

Bleſs me, quoth he, here's noble Luck / 
Here's Profit.! here's Encreaſe of Srocx ! 
Here's Cent per Cent got in a Trice : 

This STocx-Josn1NG's a rare Device? 
He faid, — And at the Shadow ſnaps ; 
And down the Leg of Mutton drops : 

Too late he ** he has done, 
And ſees at ono his Dinner gone. 
Speechleſs a while the Pur r dood, 

And lowr'd on the deceitful Flad: 

| But at the laſt, all drown'd in 3 

He curs'd his Fate, and ſhook his Bars. 1 


MORAL. 


Was ever. ſenſeleſs Dog þ bit 7 
Had ever Wu ELT fo little Wit, 


T involve himſelf in fo much Trouble, 


For a meer Suna DO., @ meer BuBBLE ? 


8 > 
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PROGLAMA TEND 


A 
C-A_ NOT 1 A. 
RECITATIVE. 


RO M the immortal Realms above, 
All drown'd in Tears, the Queen of Love 
On Earth deſcends, in hopes to find 
Her vagrant Son "amongſt Mankind. 
Thro' Paphos Streets ſhe frantic flies, 
And thus her /ittle Rambler cx es. 


Air, Oh ! Say, ye Men of Paphos, ſay, 
Aud eaſe my anxious Care) 
Saw ye my Cupid paſ5-this Way ? 
Alas ! he's hoſt, I fear. 
The generaus Swain that ſhall reveal + 
Where the young Wand'rer is, 
Shall have from Venus the Reward 
Of a tranſporting Kiſs. 
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o4 The PROCLAMATION, 


| Ree. Amidſt the Numbers numberleſs, 
That ſaw, and pity'd her Diſtreſs, 


- The gay Alexis ſoon appear d. | . 
And thus che mournful n 2 
Air. No more, fair Queen, his Abſence moan, 
Your Sighs and Tears give ver ; ( 
The Gop of Love is very ſafe, 


Ad ſram all Harms ſecure.” 
Here, here, the little Tyrant plays, N 
Aud revels in my Heart; 
Encircled with a thouſand Flames, 
Aud many à pointed Dart. 


— 


Rec. At this Joy dances in her Eyes, N 
And in her-Cheeks new Charms ariſe. 
Wick Tranſport he the Queen S. 
* en days, * 


Air. * 2. 8 on your Swain 
Beftow the proffer'd Kiſ; 
Or lit it come from Chloe's Lips, 
And . 8 bis BI. gh 
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CUPID and the BE E. 
7 05 
C AN.-T ATA. 

Rec. S on a ſultry Summer's Day, 
The God of Love went out to play; 
A wanton Bee was on the Wing, 
And touch'd the STR1ÞLING with his Sting, 
Soon as he felt the raging Pain; 
He thus to EN UVS did complain, 


Air. See, Mamma, fee, hoaw 1 do fell! 
See, how the Blood does fart? 
Oh! I can never, never bear 
The aching, raging Smart. 
A little Dragon round me flexw, 
Then ſettl d on my Breaſt ; 
His fatal Sting with Fury drew, 
1 * 
f S 4 Ap a Ba , 
Rec. The Queen of Blau, . the found 
There was no Danger in the Wound; 
Found that his Pain was almoſt gone; 
Thus with a Smile addreſs'd her Son. 


A: Air. 


gf Cori and the . 
Air. If fach a Little Animal 
Can vex my Cupid ; 
If But Nee 2h TR ir, 
1 EA 
'O! think, . my pretty little B. 7 24] ++. Rec 
How raging js the Smart, 40 Tr | 
Which the poor, 1 Lover faels, . 


JU; PI TER and DANA E: 
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A CANTATA. 


HEN Heawv'n's gay God eflay'd \ 6 ants 
The chaſte, coy Danae to love; © 

A thouſand artful Ways Tales he told; 

But nothing pleaſed, he found, like G O L D. 
Therefore (reſolv'd to win the Maid) 
Hehn a Golden Sbocb'r, aud Kid: $. Ke. 


oy 
Air. O Lovely ads , x Wh 
See, humbly at thy Feet ] O V E lies! . 
Thy mortal Charms tranſport him more 
Than all the Beauties of the Skies. 


See, 


JurirEzR and DANAE. 
See, Fair-one, all this Yellow Flood 
To thee Dll give, i thou I comply. 

O! do not to a fuppliant GOD. 


His wiſh'd. oor Happineſs deny. 


I Rec. The pleaſant Proſpect look'do g gay, 
"Twou'd Chaſtity herſelf betray : 
Her Virtue ſoon began to nod. 
And thus the Maid beſpoke the 90 : 


Air. . No-moreſpall- Dames LOVE. 4 28 
N os = Pede Ar 4 Veltal m; Ig A 
. Shafts of Lo v  refftleſi * 

̃ . 2 with Sacred Gold. 
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FOR THE 


T7 DEATH of Were 
. 4 CANTA TA: 


e 7%! 3! & 


NJ EN i in a TEARS, 


3% is 8 Brandy's Grdlef chance d to to 
Around her fay'rite ſhady Grove: 
Surpriz'd, a while ſhe ſpeechleſs ſtood, . 
To find the Grafs all ſtain'd with Blood. 


; 
4 
— 
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_--. Venus in Trans. 


%=-'" Hat when the ak her Eyes around, 28 
And ſaw Aamir on the Ground. 8 
Saw his deep, ghaſtly, gaping Wound; 
With hideous Cries ſhe fil'd the Air, 
And thus expreſe' d her Nn 


Air. Ab! dear Adonis, lovely Bey, „ 
My Souls Delight, my-only 597 | 
Since Thee untimely Fate has flain : 
( Guld T ) bow freely avould de? 
And to thy parted Spirit fiy⸗ © 


For ad dd 5a Pain. 


Lande Tp 8 LD — D221. 
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Agrecable Misrax : 


YE * U 5 Diſcarded. 


A C ANT AT A. Ie 


ITHI N a ſhady pleaſant Grove, 
- By Natore form'd an n | 
Aſleep the fair Ophelia laid, $ 


While oY un ae ber nere 


Rec. 


Ack EEA BLT MISTAKE. 99 
T he God e War the Virgin ſpies, 

; 4 And ſwiftly through the Grotto flies. 

The ruſtling Noiſe her Slumbers broke, 

And thus the GO D the Maid beſpoke. 


Air, Riſe, Beauteous Cytharza, riſe, 

This Happy Hour improve ; | 

While Vulcan and his ſmutty Train 
Are forging Bolts for IO VE: 

Let us beneath the Shade lie down, 
And there renew our Flame; 

Let us, poſſeſs d of preſent Foys, 

| Forget our former Shame. 


val. 


Rec, Ophelia trewb! d when he Trad | 
This am*rous Pray'r to her preferr'd ; 
And, like a Virgin, free from Stain, 
Repuls'd her Lover with Diſdain. 
The GOD, unus'd to be deny'd, 

In moving Accents thus reply d. 


Air, Why, lovely Charmer, doft thou flop, 
The rapid Current of my Foy ? 
Oh! whence praceeds this ' ſudden Change ? 
Venus ne er us'# to be fo coy. 


Rec. Ophelia ill maintain'd the Field, 
And modeſtly-refus'd to yield; 
Still ſtrove, and ſtruggl'd to be gone, 
And fain would from his Arms have run: 
Tho” proud to be ſo cloſe purſu d, * 
And thought a Venus by a 60D. | 
A thouſand Ways fond Mars eſſay d 
The] Io ſoften the relentleſs Maid: 
| R 3 With 


LE 


100 AcrtEaBLE MisTAKE, 
With many a Sigh he told his Pain; ; 
Tho' Sighs and Tears, they ſay, will move, 
And paſs for Elguence in Love. 
Alt laſt che am'rous God of War © 
(Unable ſuch Repulſe to bear) 
| Refolv'd by Dint of Force to gain 
What he by Art had ſought in vain. 
Then, like a Saldier, ſeiz'd his Bliſs, 
And raviſh'd from the FairaK1ss. 
The G O D all over Tranſport, ſwore 
Venus ne'er charm'd him ſo before. 
But when more cloſely he ſurvey'd 
This mortal Beauty, BuiTIsH Main, |, 
Well pleas'd with his Mifake, he ſaid: | 


Air. Hencefortb, fair Nymph, will Ino more 
Be Sport for all the Skies ; 
But thy ſuperior Charms adore, 
And Venus, mi Lo vB Een. 5. 
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APOLLO and DAPHNE: . 


AN 


E P 1 G RAM, 


Y Deareſt Daphne, charming Maid, 
Ah! eaſe my amorous Pain : 
Can' thou the God of Day reject, 

And let him ſue in vain. 


Daph. I ſcorn thee, tho' a GO D thou art; 
Offenſive is thy Light : 
Perhaps, thy Suit I might have heard, 
Had'ſt thou been God of Night. 
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THE. 
ABSENT NYMPH: 


O R, THE 


DOATING SW AIM. 
A. 
Mos rcAr IB ALU. 


8 C E N E, 4 Dre 
Enter Srrepbon, Myrtillo, and Menalcas. 


STREPHO.-N. 
RISE, | 
Oh !-gentle God of Sleep; 
My Eyes 
In thy ſoft Bondage keep, 
And eaſe my lab'ring Heart 
Of all her Pains, and all her Smart. 
All alone, 
I weep and moan; 
For oh! my Silvia's gone. 
Thou alone, 
Canſt eaſe my Moan, 
Now lovely Silvia's gone. 


ABSENT NYMPH. 103 
Ayr. nnn * 
W ee * 


Faſt tho' thy Chains do hold him, 
Yet then he will be , * 
From the racking, g, 
Ever 
| Pangs that have enthrall'd king © 


And Cupid's Tyranny. x. 


Chor. Faft tbe thy Clans lte. f 
Chorphow rj hl? of 


Mor, 1 gentle Swains, my | Bd be, 
Tur faithful Frimdibip I approve, 
In peacgful Slumber: Dreams provcking, 
Dll reward SP Strephon'; Love. 


Strep, Tho' within thy ſoft Bonds I would lie, 
Let my Fancy ſtill frolickſame play; 
Vnconfin'd let her rove, 
And the Nymph that I ?ꝙ,ðj, f 
To my Eyes let the Mimick convey ; 
If I loſe the dear Odject I die. 9 


Mor. Her lvely Image /oon TA fend 
Her Beauties all diſplaying, © 


A Thouſand Cupids ſhall attend, 
And in her Eyes be playing. | X 


[Mor- 


104 ABSENT Nxurxk. 


[Morpheus <vaves his Was cor Strephon's 
enn while Strephon falls -_ 


Men. 4 Oh ' busen now, 
Oh ! wakeful Haid, 
Enquire below, 
'Thro' Sleeps waſte Shade 
For the fair Nymph the Sqwain has . 
If Sylvia there 
Thou cauſt not find, 
Yet bring ſome Fair 
To eaſe his Mind, * 
That may reſemble Sy/via moſt. 


Myrt, Hut if no > Draught be treaſured there 
Of One ſo fair | 
1 Fancy ſhew_ . 
Her Art, and paint her all anew. 
From each Goppzs ſteal a Grace z 
Let her be her Mafter-Piece ; 


Not Fan's, {elf can | Stvia's Charms out-do, 


Mer, If all her Art ſhall not avail, 
(Nor ſhall F wonder if ſhe fail) 
To draw a Piece of ſo much Eminence, 
Let her content with Ste; 
Till fie beholds 5 4 


| Strep» 


bi GN. — 


9 4 OA T8 £ xa? © 
2 ABSENT Nymes. 60 
Strep. 5 A | _ Falk God away, dia ia | 
And re-afſume thy dull Power: 
See thou damn + 0 ain 
A fond Lover no more. 4 
old + 0 
All Attempts ſorbear 
To delude my Care: 
We I loſe my dear Chis 
No Sleep will 1 take, 
But for ever I'll: wake, 
Such Phaſurt attends the Pain. 4 


I Chor. No more, ye 88 no mpre empl y 
Dull Morpheus Pocber wo eaſe your Pain ; 
The abſent Lover's darling Foy 
Ii flil] to - wake, and, fill — 


S 7 a * 7 . 0 * „ 
65 7 L324 PP, i» 1 33; my 10 4. 


1 AT THE 
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SY I N | 
KINGSTON upon THAMES 
In the County of S RRE, 
Pleaſantly ſituated between Richmond and Hampton-Court) 


ED UV NG LADIES 


Are Boarded and Taught all forts of Needte-Works : As 


alſo the Engliſb and French Languages, Muſick, Dan- 
cing, Writing, Arithmetick, and all other Female Ac- 
compliſhments, at Five Guineas per Quarter, 


By Mrs. MARTHA BELLAMY. 


(Who was Governeſs for ſeveral Years of the late School 
in Boſewel-Court, near Temple- Bar, LoxpoNn) 


AND BY 
ERDOTHTSS ASSISTANTS 
N. B. A French Teacher reſides in the Houſe. 


MW OOD:s SCHOOL 
in St. Edmund*s-Bury, in the County of Sufe/}, 
Younc LADIES are boarded, and carefully in- 
ſtructed in all Sorts of Needlework, and the Eng/7: 
Language, for Three Guineas per Quarter ; bringing, at 
firſt Admiſſion, one Pair of new Sheets, Six Napkins, 
Six Towels, and a Silver Spoon; or in Money, One 
Guinea anda Half: Likewiſe, Muſick, Dancing, Writ- 
ing, and Arithmetick, with all other Branches of a gen- 
tee] Education, are there taught at very Reafonable 
Rates. 


Isaac and Hannan Woon. 


N.B. Surscxyrioxs are taken in for this, ard the two 
* ſubſequent Volumes, and Propoſals deliver'd out, by the 
Perfons above-named : As alſe, by Mr. JohN Woop, 
Dancing- Maſter at Ipſwich, in the County of Suffolk. 


